Young 

Socialists’ 

Confab 


by  Bryan  Baker  and  John  Teller 

The  Young  Socialist  Alliance  (YSA) 
and  the  Socialist  Workers  Party  (SWP) 
have  forged  the  best-organized  and 
most  influential  “integrated”  Marxist- 
Leninist  party  in  the  country;  they 
have  played  a  leading  role  in  building 
national  and  local  campaigns  against 
war  and.  oppression. 

'That  much,  at  least,  was  clear  to 
the  outside  observer  of  the  eleventh 
national  convention  of  the  YSA,  held 
in  Houston,  Texas,  Dec.  28-Jan  I. 

More  than  1200  participants  from 
31  states  and  IS  foreign  countries 
crowded  into  the  Civic  Center  Music 
Hall  for  the  convention.  Approximate¬ 
ly  half  were  members  of  YSA  (which 
counts  only  1,400  members  nation¬ 
wide),  a  considerable  number  were 
SWP  cadre,  and  scattered  handfuls 
represented  such  splinter  groups  as 
the  Spartacist  League  and  the  Workers 
League. 

It  was  the  largest  national  conven¬ 
tion  ever  held  by  the  YSA,  and  the 
first  such  gathering  in  the  South.  The 
choice  of  Houston  as  a  convention  site 
is  a  further  step  in  the  YSA’s  “South¬ 
ern  strategy,”  and  something  of  a  coup 
for  the  two-year-old  Houston  YSA 
chapter.  (Some  300  of  the  conven¬ 
tion  participants  were  from  Texas.) 

Slightly  more  than  200  of  the  YSA 
participants  were  delegates,  empower¬ 
ed  by  their  local  units  to  vote  on  policy 
resolutions  and  to  elect  a  national 
committee  to  govern  the  organization 
for  the  next  year.  As  for  the  rest, 
they  had  come  to  observe  “the  highest 
body  of  the  YSA”  at  work,  to  learn 
about  the  organizing  of  electoral  cam¬ 
paigns  and  “mass  actions”  (their  favor¬ 
ite  activities),  to  buy  and  sell  a  prodi¬ 
gious  amount  of  leftist  literature,  to 


revel  in  their  self-proclaimed  ascendan¬ 
cy  as  the  finest  revolutionary  organiza¬ 
tion  in  the  nation  and  to  rail  at  their 
various  “ultra-leftist”  and  “reformist” 
opponents. 

The  YSA  is  quite  obviously  the 
“youth  arm”  of  the  SWP;  one  SWP 
member  informed  us  that  the  two  org¬ 
anizations  were  “synonymous,”  and 
we  saw  nothing  at  the  convention  to 
belie  that  contention.  For  one  thing, 
both  groups  are  Trotskyist. 

There  is  not  enough  space  here  to 
delve  extensively  into  the  Trotskyist 
ideology,  which  is  opposed  (primarily) 
to  capitalism  and  (secondarily)  to  non- 
Trotskyist  forms  of  Marxism-Leninism. 
World  Trotskyism  is  represented  by  the 
“Fourth  Internationale,”  founded  by 
Leon  Trotsky  after  his  break  with  the 
Bolsheviks.  (The  YSA  and  SWP  are 
prevented  by  law  from  maintaining 
formal  ties  with  the  Fourth  Interna¬ 
tionale,  but  friendly  relations  exist 
nonetheless). 

The  Fourth  Internationale  is  in  the 
unenviable  position  of  being  a  revolu¬ 
tionary  organization  which  never  won 
a  revolution.  Although  they  claim  to 
have  participated  in  a  number  of  revol¬ 
utions  throughout  the  world,  non-Trot- 
skyists  have  always  ended  up  holding 
state  power,  and  the  Trotskyists  have 
found  themselves  denounced  along 
with  the  bourgeoisie. 

'  This  rather  disappointing  history 
makes  the  YSA  and  the  SWP  under¬ 
standably  paranoid  about  other  com¬ 
munists  and  revolutionary  socialists, 
whom  they  are  wont  to  denounce  as 
“Stalinists”  and  “ultra-leftists.”  In 
turn,  other  leftist  groups  deride  “the 
Trots”  as  sectarians  who  are  more  con¬ 
cerned  with  maintaining  their  own 
organizational  bureaucracy  and  ideolo¬ 
gical  purity  than  in  furthering  the  rev¬ 


SWP  presidential  candidate,  Linda  Jenness 


o.uuon.  over  the  years,  this  debate 
has  generated  much  heat  and  little 
light. 

These  animosities  were  central  to 
the  business  of  the  convention.  Much 
of  the  participants’  time  was  devoted 
to  denouncing  their  ideological  oppon¬ 
ents  (including,  among  others,  the 
Communist  Party,  the  Black  Panther 
Party,  the  Mayday  organization  and 
independent  women’s  groups)  and  ap¬ 
plauding  their  failures.  As  a  corollary 
to  this,  the  conventioneers  congratu¬ 
lated  themselves  on  being  the  fastest 
growing  revolutionary  organization  in 
the  country,  taking  this  as  a  sign  of 
the  essential  correctness  of  their  poli¬ 
cies. 

The  resolutions  and  policy  state¬ 
ments  passed  by  the  delegates  ran  the 
gamut  of  radical  activities.  Strategies 
were  put  forward  for  the  anti-war 
movement,  for  black,  Chicano,  wo¬ 
men’s,  and  gay  liberation,  for  the  stu¬ 
dent  movement,  and  for  supporting 


the  SWP’s  candidates  in  local,  state  and 
national  elections. 

All  of  the  resolutions  were  passed 
with  near  unanimity.  Only  one  resolu¬ 
tion  was  rejected  (again  with  near  un¬ 
animity).  Drafted  by  Calvin  Vail  of 
Durham,  it  sought  to  repeal  the  YSA’s 
rule  against  the  use  of  illegal  drugs  and 
to  commit  the  organization  to  the 
fight  to  legalize  marijuana.  The  resolu¬ 
tions  had  been  discussed  by  the  local 
units  for  three  months  prior  to  the 
convention,  and  a  debate  of  sorts  was 
carried  on  in  a  series  of  “Discussion 
Bulletins”  circulated  by  the  National 
Executive  Committee,  the  YSA’s  full¬ 
time  coordinating  body. 

There  was  nothing  surprising  in  the 
resolutions,  most  of  which  were  draft¬ 
ed  by  the  National  Executive  Commit¬ 
tee.  They  reaffirmed  the  YSA  strategy 
of  working  through  “independent”  (the 
independence  is  open  to  question) 
front  groups  such  as  the  National 
Peace  Action  Coalition,  the  Student 
Mobilization  Committee  and  the  Wo- 
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men’s  National  Abortion  Action  Coali¬ 
tion,  in  building  “peaceful,  legal”  dem¬ 
onstrations  around  single  issues.  And 
they  reiterated  their  aversion  to  any 
other  tactics  for  organizing  and  direct¬ 
ing  popular  dissent. 

The  most  notable  strategy  and  the 
greatest  committment  was  to  support 
the  SWP  candidates  in  upcoming  elec¬ 
tions.  All  other  activities  are  being 
designed  to  break  people  away  from 
the  two  major  parties;  to  this  end,  the 
resolutions  attacked  Democratic  and 
Republican  “doves,”  the  Black  Con¬ 
gressional  Caucus  and  the  National  Wo¬ 
men’s  Political  Caucus  as  “reformists,” 
and  vowed  to  support  La  Raza  Unida 
Party,  a  Chicano  group  with  which 
the  YSA  and  SWP  maintain  close  ties. 

The  SWP  harbors  no  illusions  about 
winning  any  major  electoral  victories 
but,  with  considerable  support  from 
the  YSA,  they  intend  to  run  hard. 

A  new  front  group,  Young  Socialists 
for  Jenness  and  Pulley  (YSJP),  has 
been  created  to  glean  money  and 
votes  for  Linda  Jenness  (presidential 
candidate),  Andrew  Pulley  (a  black  ex- 
GI,  vice-presidential  candidate)  and 
local  and  state  candidates.  (Inter¬ 
views  with  both  Jenness  and  Pulley  will 
appear  in  a  future  issue  of  Space  City!) 

The  YSJP  has  already  begun  embar¬ 
rassing  liberal  presidential  hopefuls  in 
question-and-answer  periods  following 
their  speeches.  They  intend  to  send 
teams  to  over  1,000  campuses  nation¬ 
wide.  In  addition  to  supporting  the 
SWP’s  candidates,  the  YSA  resolved  to 
enter  its  own  candidates  in  student 
government  elections  in  numerous  col¬ 
leges  and  high  schools. 

(To  kick  off  this  major  electoral 
'  battle,  the  convention  devoted  a  whole 
evening  to  a  campaign  rally  which  drew 
some  2,000  people  at  $1  a  head.  After 
the  campaigners  had  finished  their 
speeches,  the  SWP’s  resident  comic, 
Peter  Camejo  cajoled  the  assembled 
multitude  into  pledging  over  $15,000 
to  the  SWP  campaign.) 

In  addition  to  setting  policy  for  the 
coming  year,  the  YSA  conducted  work¬ 
shops  to  teach  the  youthful  cadre  the 
tricks  of  the  trade  (how  to  recruit 
from  various  constituencies,  raise  funds, 
organize  legal  defenses,  conduct  “mass 


actions”).  Such  education  is  necessary 
to  the  implementation  of  the  policies 
decided  upon. 

Although  the  workshops  covered 
a  variety  of  subjects,  the  ones  we  at¬ 
tended  followed  the  same  general  pat¬ 
tern:  experienced  cadre  would  relate 
the  successes  of  YSA  and  SWP  activi¬ 
ties  in  their  own  areas,  and  discussion 
consisted  mostly  of  confirmation  from 
comrades  working  in  other  regions. 
The  sessions  went  like  clockwork,  the 
participants  plodding  methodically 
through  the  work  at  hand  without 
the  acrimonious  debate  and  time-wast¬ 
ing  disorganization  which  plague  many 
such  gatherings. 

There  were  a  few  untoward  inci¬ 
dents,  but  they  were  rather  minor. 
Despite  a  general  fear  of  the  Ku  Klux 
Klan  (which  is  accused  of  last  years 
bombing  and  machine-gunning  of  the 
SWP’s  Houston  headquarters),  the  only 
“violence”  involved  a  smoke  bomb 
planted  in  the  ladies’  room  (women’s 
john?,  sisters’  pissoir?)  on  the  first  day. 

Both  the  Venceremos  Brigade  and 
the  Angela  Davis  Defense  Committee 
(non-Trotskyist  organizations  which 
maintain  regional  offices  in  Houston) 
say  they  were  prevented  from  setting 
up  literature  tables  in  the  Music  Hall 
because  they  refused  to  pay  $20  each 
for  the  privilege.  The  YSA  claimed 
that  the  $20  fee  was  to  cover  its  own 
rental  costs  and  that,  moreover,  the 
two  groups  were  allowed  some  table 
space  without  charge. 

Six  gay  Houstonians,  in  drag,  crash¬ 
ed  the  campaign  rally  to  protest  the 
“hypocritical”  policy  of  the  YSA  and 
SWP  toward  gay  people.  (The  YSA 
and  SWP  excluded  homosexuals  from 
membership  until  recently.  Now  that 
the  gay  liberation  struggle  has  com¬ 
menced,  they  are  actively  recruiting 
gays  into  their  organization;  one  of 
the  papers  in  the  pre-convention  Dis¬ 
cussion  Bulletins  calls  for  “immediate 
intervention  into  the  gay  liberation 
movement”  by  YSA.)  After  hanging 
around  outside  the  hall  for  15  minutes, 
the  maverick  gays  were  invited  to 
come  into  the  rally  without  paying 
the  $1  fee. 

On  the  last  day  of  the  convention, 
a  shouting  match  broke  out  between 


the  Spartacists  (a  rival  Trotskyist  sect) 
and  a  horde  of  YSAers  and  SWPers. 

As  we  are  not  students  of  the  finer 
points  of  Trotskyist  ideology,  the  sub¬ 
stance  of  the  debate  escaped  us. 

None  of  these  incidents  prevented 
the  convention  from  being,  on  the 
whole,  excruciatingly  boring.  The 
smooth  organization  and  ideological 
homogeneity  of  the  convention  pre¬ 
vented  any  real  excitement  from  devel¬ 
oping. 

Don’t  get  us  wrong.  The  attributes 
of  the  YSA  and  SWP  are  precisely  suit¬ 
ed  to  the  sort  of  slow,  painstaking 
tasks  they  have  set  for  themselves: 
namely  the  building  of  “mass  actions” 
and  electoral  campaigns.  These  are 
worthwhile  activities,  and  YSA  seems 
to  be  stable  enough  and  committed 
enough  to  keep  at  them  for  sustained 
periods. 

The  YSA  and  SWP  people  we  talked 
to  were  friendly  ,  alert  and  intelligent, 
but  after  several  days  of  listening  to 
exactly  the  same  ideas  (in  almost  the 
same  words)  from  dozens  of  people, 
it  became  rather  tiresome.  As  one  of 
the  Spartacists  pointed  out,  it  was  like 
a  “pep  rally,”  with  the  participants 
reinforcing  each  other’s  ideas  and  con¬ 
gratulating  one  another  for  having  the 
number  one  team. 

Some  of  this  is  no  doubt  necessary 
in  these  depressing  times,  but  it  does 
bespeak  a  certain  lack  of  imagination 
and  spontaneity.  One  recalls  the  hey¬ 
day  of  SDS,  an  organization  which  har¬ 
bored  many  contending  factions.  SDS 
was  able  to  achieve  a  dynamic  synthe¬ 
sis  of  various  ideologies,  and  local 
chapters,  essentially  unfettered  by  na¬ 


tional  organization,  were  able  to  move 
spontaneously  whenever  and  however 
the  situation  warranted. 

To  be  sure,  SDS  activism  was  often 
purposeless,  and  the  ideological  fer¬ 
ment  was  ultimately  fatal  (in  the 
summer  of  1969  two  warring  factions 
expelled  each  other,  and  for  all  practi¬ 
cal  purposes  SDS  died).  But  while  it 
lived,  SDS  was  exciting,  magnetic  and 
by-and-large  effective,  and  it  left  in  its 
wake  pockets  of  activism  throughout 
the  country. 

It  is  worth  noting  that  the  YSA  as¬ 
cendancy  in  campus  politics  coincides 
with  a  period  of  widespread  student 
apathy;  the  massive  campus  revolt 
which  spontaneously  erupted  after  the 
Cambodian  invasion  in  the  spring  of 
1970  has  yet  to  be  repeated,  it  seems 
unlikely  that  any  such  revolt  will  ever 
be  led  by  the  YSA  and  SWP. 


(A  case  in  point:  The  YSA  conven¬ 
tion  coincided  with  the  massive  bomb¬ 
ing  raids  on  North  Vietnam.  With 
1240  “revolutionary  socialists”  paying 
lip  service  to  the  “heroic  resistance  of 
the  Vietnamese,”  the  situation  seemed 
perfect  for  a  militant  demonstration 
in  Houston.  No  such  demonstration 
took  place,  and  this  was  never  adequate¬ 
ly  explained.  Perhaps  there  wasn’t 
time  to  get  a  parade  permit?) 

It  might  be  appropriate  to  close 
with  the  following  quote  from  the  back 
cover  of  “Organizing  the  YSA,  Part 
One”: 

“The  art  of  politics  lies  in  knowing 
what  to  do  next ...” 

A  word  to  the  wise  ... 


Debby  Leonard,  SWP  candidate  for  governor  of  Texas. 
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Andrew  Pulley,  SWP  vice-presidential  candidate. 


by  Victoria  Smith 


Houston  City  Counciimen  onstage  at  tne  mujic  Mail,  ueri  xo  rignx:  nom«  ruiu,  ■j. 

Goyen,  Larry  McKaskle,  Frank  Mancuso,  Frank  Mann. 

speech  and  introduced  members  of  his  family.  When  Robinson,  who  is  the 
first  black  city  councilman  in  Houston  history,  asked  his  family  to  rise,  it  seem¬ 
ed  that  every  black  person  in  the  audience  stood  up.  “We  have  a  very  big  fami¬ 
ly,”  Robinson  said. 

The  swearing  in  of  the  counciimen  and  controller  was  followed  by  what 
1  consider  the  high  points  of  the  program:  the  inaugural  prayer  and  the  inaug- 


A  line  from  mystic  poet  William  Butler  Yeats  kept  rolling  through  my  head 
as  1  observed  the  inauguration  Monday  of  Mayor  Louie  Welch  and  other  city 
officials:  “That  is  no  country  for  old  men.” 


Although  the  line  is  taken  somewhat  out  of  context  of  the  poem,  “Sailing  to 
Byzantium,”  it  strikes  me  as  appropriately  ironic  to  the  event.  For  on?  thing, 
the  inauguration  ceremonies  were  extremely  prosaic.  The  only  touching  moment 
occurred  when  gentle-faced  Judge  Criss  Cole,  who  is  blind,  administered  the  oath 
of  office  to  Mayor  Louie  Welch  and  forgot  his  lines.  And  the  only  dramatic  ly¬ 
rics  came  from  the  mouth  of  Rev.  R.B.  Thieme,  pastor  of  the  Independent  Fund¬ 
amentalist  Barachah  Church,  as  he  cast  blessings  on  Police  Chief  Herman  Short 
“who  has  done  one  of  the  finest  jobs  that  has  ever  been  done  in  troublesome 
times.”  The  geriatric  set  predominated  throughout  the  program,  on  the  stage 
and  in  the  audience:  even  many  of  the  younger  people  present  seemed  ancient, 
in  the  stuffy  atmosphere  of  the  whole  affair. 

This  is  supposed  to  be  a  “mood  piece**;  a  straight  news  report  cannot  do  jus¬ 
tice  to  this  particular  city  inauguration  ceremony.  My  mood  became  increasing¬ 
ly  bleak  throughout,  and  by  the  end  of  the  program  1  had  quite  lost  all  my 
sense  of  humor,  except  for  a  touch  of  so-called  “black  humor.”  It  was  no  laugh¬ 
ing  matter. 

We  arrived  early  at  the  Music  Hall,  where  the  public  inauguration  program  was 
held,  and  sat  in  the  front  row.  There  were  several  hundred  Houstonians  present, 
but  there  was  no  shortage  of  seats.  The  Waltrip  High  School  Band  played  Hello, 
Dolly,”  (or  is  it,  “Hello,  Louie”?)  as  I  slumped  uncomfortably  in  my  chair.  (The 
band  was  all  right,  as  high  school  bands  go,  but  the  Music  Hall  has  certainly  seen 
better  times.  We  don’t  know  whether  the  youthful  band  members  considered 
playing  at  the  inauguration  an  honor  or  a  good  excuse  to  get  out  of  classes  for 
the  morning,  but  Space  City!  photographer  Thorne  Dreyer  did  notice  some  of 
the  naughty  children  muffling  giggles  through  Thieme  s  extraordinary  inaugural 
prayer.) 

The  city  counciimen  and  the  controller  sat  on  a  single  row  of  chairs  on  the 
stage.  Behind  them  sat  their  wives  and  children.  Newly-elected  black  city  coun¬ 
cilman  Judson  Robinson,  Jr.,  from  District  B,  chatted  amiably  with  silver-haired 
Johnny  Goyen,  councilman  at  large,  position  3.  District  A  councilman  Larry 
McKaskie  sat  with  his  ankle  crossed  lightly  on  his  knee,  gazing  somewhere  ofl 
into  the  balcony  with  a  thoughtful  and  genteel  air. 

Also  present  was  a  new  face,  that  of  builder  J.J.  McConn,  who  was  later  that 
day  officially  elected  by  the  council  to  replace  Lee  McLemore,  District  C  council¬ 
man  who  resigned  from  city  council  to  run  for  state  office.  A  large  man,  McConn 
was  elaborately  and  carefully  dressed;  the  reporter  next  tome  commented  that 
McConn  certainly  looked  like  the  most  prosperous  of  the  bunch.  Newly-elected 
city  controller  Leonel  Castillo  sat  solidly  in  his  chair  the  whole  time  staring 
straight  ahead  into  the  audience. 

After  the  band  played  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  and  Rabbi  Hyman  Sehachtei 
delivered  the  invocation,  the  ’Lamar  High  School  choir  launched  into  an  all- 
American  medley,  including  “The  Battle  Hymn  ol  the  Republic  and  America, 
the  Beautiful.” 

The  mayor  then  introduced  Criss  Cole,  Harris  County  District  Judge  of  Juven¬ 
ile  Court  No.  3,  who  haltingly  administered  the  oath  ot  ol t ice  to  Welch.  Welch 
then  introduced  the  counciimen  and  city  controller,  each  o,t  whom  gave  a  little 
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ural  address. 

Thieme  intoned  the  inaugural  “prayer,”  which  presented  an  amazing  confu¬ 
sion  of  “Church”  and  “State.”  And  the  mayor  delivered  his  inaugural  address, 
which  presented  an  equally  amazing  display  of  hypocrisy. 

The  Barachah  Church,  as  I  later  learned,  is  generally  thought  to  be  a  highly 
conservative  Protestant  sect.  But  after  a  listening  to  Thieme’s  remarkable  words, 
I  would  say  that  “conservative”  is  a  rather  understated  description. 

Thieme’s  remarks  recalled  not  only  the  chief  of  police,  but  commended  the 
Welch  administration  to  God  also.  He  rapidly  moved  from  prayer  to  polemic, 
as  he  criticized  “the  sincere  dogooders  and  maudlin  sentimentalists  who  would 
destroy  the  very  principles  of  freedom.” 

Welch’s  address  was  almost  as  appalling  as  Thieme’s.  This  man,  who  seems 
unable  to  come  to  terms  with  the  fact  that  96  per  cent  ot  the  black  votes  went 
to  his  opponent  Fred  Hofheinz,  told  the  audience  that  now  is  the  time  for  black 
and  white  Houstonian^ho  be  brought  together,”  after  the  events  of  the  last  elec¬ 
tion.  This  would  suggest  that  the  mayor  imagines  the  chasms  existing  between 
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Let  My 
People  Go! 

Lee  J.  Parmeter,  a  21-year-old  Houston  resident  and  member  of  the  Children 
of  God,  recently  heat  the  rap  on  an  insanity  hearing,  after  being  held  for  two 
weeks  in  the  county  psychiatric  ward  at  Jefferson  Davis  Hospital,. 

Lee,  whose  Biblical  name  is  Levi,  joined  the  Children  of  God  on  Dec.  20  be¬ 
cause,  in  his  words,  “they  have  the  truth.”  Before  this,  Lee  had  played  in  a 
rock  band  for  five  years,  done  the  dope  trip  and  seen  a  psychiatrist  for  two 
years.  In  the  process,  he  said  he  underwent  many  self-realizations,  but  could 
never  put  it  all  together.  Until  now.  “I’ve  become  a  new  creature  in  Christ. 

Old  things  have  passed  away.  I’ve  become  reborn,”  he  declared. 

However,  B.  W.  Parmeter,  Lee’s  father,  doesn’t  see  things  that  way.  The 
elder  Parmeter  filed  an  application  for  emergency  and  temporary  hospitaliza¬ 
tion  of  his  son.  A  mental  warrant  was  issued,  and  on  Dec.  2 1 ,  Lee  was  appre¬ 
hended  and  handcuffed  at  the  Children  of  God  Colony,  and  was  then  taken 
to  Jefferson  Davis. 

As  required  by  law,  Lee  was  examined  by  two  psychiatrists,  both  of  whom 
subsequently  signed  papers  stating  that  Lee  is  insane.  A  hearing  was  called  for 
Jan.  3,  on  the  1  lthfloor  of  the  hospital.  Usually  a  mere  rubber  stamp,  the 
court  can  order  the  patient/victim  to  be  involuntarily  committed  and  removed 
from  society”  for  up  to  90  days. 

Attorney  Jeff  Skarda,  Lee’s  counsel,  succeeded  in  persuading  the  court 
(chaired  by  County  Judge  Bill  Elliot)  to  grant  the  defense  full  due  process 
rights.  Further,  Lee  received  a  trial  by  a  jury  of  six.  Such  democratic  prac¬ 
tices  are  rather  rare  in  insanity  hearings. 

The  defense  asserted  that  the  hearings  violate  Lee’s  constitutional  right  to 
freedom  of  religion.  To  back  its  claim,  the  defense  pointed  out  that  l  he  Chil¬ 
dren  of  God  have  often  been  the  subject  of  mental  warrants,  which,  Skarda 
said,  constitutes  religious  persecution.  On  the  other  hand,  the  prosecution 
contended  that  religion  was  not  an  issue,  and  that  the  only  issue  was  whether  or 
or  not  Lee  is  mentally  ill  and  should  be  hospitalized.  “What  is  in  Lee  s  best 
interest  and  protection  is  why  I  am  here  today,”  announced  prosecutor  Gregory 
£regg,who  was  quick  to  point  out  that  he  is  an  assistant  county  attorney,  rather 
than  an  assistant  district  attorney,  since  the  hearing  was  not  a  criminal  trial. 

In  any  case,  the  prosecution/State  had  to  prove  that  Lee  is  harmful  to  him¬ 
self  and  to  others.  Lee  said  he  thinks  this  is  impossible,  except  that  the  truth  , 
itself  is  harmful  to  society  because,  he  claims,  the  truth  opposes  all  that  soci¬ 
ety  stands  for.  “Everything  I’ve  done  is  in  the  Bible,”  he  said.  “And  for  that, 
they  lock  me  up.” 

The  first  day  of  the  trial  was  filled  to  the  brim  with  emotional  testimony 
from  Lee’s  father,  mother,  sister,  pastor  and  former  boss,  all  of  whom  said 
essentially  that  Lee  is  off  his  rocker.  On  the  second  day,  the  prosecution/State 
turned  to  the  testimony  of  the  examining  psychiatrists.  One  seemed  fond  of 
using  big  fancy  terms:  looseness  of  association,  delusions  of  grandiositv,  ambi¬ 
valence  and  so  forth.  This  particular  shrink  diagnosed  Lee  as  a  schizophrenic 
paranoid  and  recommended  involuntary  hospitalization,  although  lie  Had  only 
examined  Lee  for  five  minutes.  Lee’s  psychiatrist  for  two  years  diagnosed  him 
as  a  schizophrenic  residual,  and  specifically  forbade  involuntary  commitment. 


A  TV  camera  records  the  proceedings  at  the  sanity  hearing.  Such  devices  are  normally 
barred  from  courtrooms.  Some  of  the  Children  of  God  are  in  the  background. 


Under  cross-examination  from  the  defense,  the  doctor  admitted  that  schizo¬ 
phrenics  can  and  do  function  well  in  society.  Still  another  agreed  that  Lee 
should  be  hospitalized,  but  he  really  didn’t  seem  to  know  why.  At  one  point, 
the  prosecution/State  asked  a  testifying  shrink  is  he  thought  Lee  could  kill  if 
he  interpreted  such  violence  as  the  will  of  God.  The  defense  immediately  ob¬ 
jected,  claiming  the  prosecution/State  was  prejudicing  the  jury,  and  moved  for 
a  mistrial.  Elliot  overruled  the  motion.  The  psychiatrist  then  stated  he  found 
no  violent  tendencies  in  Lee,  only  a  lack  of  awareness  of  himself.  The  shrinks 
kept  quacking  until  the  prosecution/State  rested  its  case. 

Now  it  was  up  to  the  defense.  Skarda  called  two  Children  of  God  to  the 
stand  as  character  witnesses.  Each  described  their  organization  as  a  missionary 
group  which  is  totally  non-coercive  in  membership.  Each  said  Lee  felt  content 
with  the  Children  of  God.  During  one  of  the  prosecution/State’s  numerous  ob¬ 
jections,  Elliot  interjected,  “We’re  not  here  to  try  the  Children  of  God!” 

The  next  witness  was  a  psychiatrist  who  sided  against  hospitalization.  The 
fourth  defense  witness  was  disqualified  for  a  lack  of  psychiatric  or  psychologi¬ 
cal  credentials  and  a  lack  of  acquaintance  with  the  defendant,  even  though  he 
is  president  of  the  Drug  Action  Task  Force,  a  member  of  the  board  of  directors 
of  Inlet  and  familiar  with  the  work  of  the  Children  of  God. 

The  fifth  and  final  witness  was  Lee  Parmeter  himself.  Lee  proceeded  to  tell 
his  side  of  the  story:  kicked  out  of  the  house  by  his  father  for  his  long  hair  and 
beard,  accused  of  doing  dope  four  months  before  first  turned  on,  returning  home 
clean-shaven,  working  in  a  factory,  getting  into  religion  seriously,  moving  to  Aus- 
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Lee  Parmeter  (second  from  left)  and  his  attorney,  Jeff  Skarda  (to  his  left)  at 
Parmeter’s  sanity  hearing. 
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black  and  white,  city  officials  and  poor  black  people,  sprang  up  overnight  during 
the  election.  It  is  difficult  to  believe  that  Mayor  Welch  could  be  so  ignorant. 
Those  chasms  have  developed  over  the  last  several  years  for  various  discernable 
reasons,  particularly  the  unequal  enforcement  of  law  and  justice  in  Houston. 

The  voting  returns  represented  above  all  another  protest,  one  in  a  series  of  pro¬ 
tests  black  people  have  registered  with  the  city  over  the  years.  To  believe  that 
the  long-time  injuries  done  to  Houston  blacks  can  be  healed  by  the  simple  decree 
that  “we  must  be  brought  together”  is  myopic  ridiculousness. . 

It  seemed  that  the  mayor  could  not  resist  another  opportunity  to  express 
the  bitterness  he  apparently  felt  over  the  last  election,  his  closest  and  probably 
most  costly  race  in  five  successful  mayoral  campaigns. 

“The  untruths  that  have  been  told  and  sold  to  minorities  during  the  past 
several  months  must  be  recognized  and  exposed  by  the  very  people  who  have 
spread  them,”  he  said,  not  elaborating  on  the  nature  of  the  “untruths”  or  on 
the  persons  who  supposedly  told  them. 

And,  he  added,  with  great  sanctimony,  “the  shortcomings  that  have  been 
issues  must  be  acknowledged  and  corrected  by  those  of  us  who  share  the  respon¬ 
sibility.”  1  suppose  his  words  were  sufficiently  vague  to  satisfy  the  predominan¬ 
tly  white  members  of  the  audience. 

He  ended  his  discussion  of  the  black-white  split  with  a  call  of  “come  togeth¬ 
er.”  “We  are  going  to  live  together.  We  must  therefore  be  brought  to  a  common 
effort  to  make  our  city  a  good  place  to  live.” 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  stirring  address,  what  should  appear  from  behind 
the  curtain  but  the  all-black  Booker  T.  Washington  Concert  Choir  singing  a  mus¬ 
ical  version  of  the  Pledge  of  Allegiance.  What  clever  techniques  the  mayor  uses 
to  underline  his  points. 

We  later  asked  some  members  of  the  choir  if  they  enjoyed  performing  at  the 
inaugural  ceremonies.  “Yeah,  it  was  okay,”  one  of  them  said.  But  we  only 
got  to  sing  one  song,”  another  added,  while  the  Lamar  High  choir  sang  three. 
Were  you  pleased  with  the  results  of  the  mayor’s  race?  we  asked.  The  answer 
was  a  unanimous  “no.” 

Afterwards,  people  crowded  onto  the  stage  to  greet  the  city  officials  in  a 
reception  line,  but  we  passed  that  one  up,  still  incredulously  contemplating  the 
words  we  had  heard  spoken  that  morning  and  thinking  that  the  country  of  old 
men  is  a  very  strange  place  indeed. 
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Montrose 


J.  J.  McConn 


Those  who  have  been  attending  meetings  feel  that  before  we  start  on  new 
projects,  we  want  to  see  more  of  you  participating.  For  this  reason,  people  have 
been  going  door-to-door,  just  rapping  to  people  in  the  community  (defined  as 
the  area  between  Gray,  Shepard,  Bissonnet,  and  S.  Main,  but  also  including  any¬ 
one  who  identifies  with  or  works  in  the  area). 


Community  Council 


Why  the  Montrose  Community  Council? 

The  Montrose  community,  composed  mostly  of  freaks,  chicanos,  old 
people  and  blacks,  is  a  part  of  town  ignored  by  Houston’s  “public  servants,”  yet 
it  is  behind  in  many  basic  necessities  -  good  medical  care,  day  care,  housing  and 
a  sense  of  community.  If  we’re  going  to  solve  any  of  the  problems,  it’s  not  going 
to  be  enough  to  bitch  or  even  to  vote,  but  instead  we  have  to  get  together  and 
fight  to  control  our  lives. 

The  council  started  just  five  weeks  ago  when  a  representative  from  the  Harris 
County  Community  Action  Association  (HCCAA)  went  to  Inlet  and  talked  to 
them  about  the  possibility  of  forming  a  neighborhood  council  under  HCCAA, 
to  entitle  Montrose  to  be  represented  on  the  HCCAA  board  and  on  the  Open, 

Inc.  board,  which  is  the  Area  6  board.  (Montrose  is  in  Area  6.) 

He  explained  that  the  other  neighborhood  councils  are  mini-bureaucracies, 
which  don’t  even  announce  their  meetings  to  the  neighborhoods  they  serve. 

Why,  then,  even  align  with  HCCAA?  Money.  For  just  about  any  project  you  can 
think  of,  there  is  a  government  or  private  source  for  funding  —  if  you  can  really 
get  it  together. 


When  the  council  was  first  formed,  officers  and  delegates,  required  by  HCCAA 
but  not  bound  by  conventional  officer-like  duties,  volunteered.  It’s  now  time  for 
the  community  to  select  officers  and  delegates  to  HCCAA  and  Open.  Jan.  9 
(that’s  Sunday)  there  will  be  a  nominating  session  where  people  can  talk  to  nom¬ 
inees,  and  Jan.  16  there  will  be  more  nominating  and  talking  and  then  the  elec¬ 
tion. 

This  way,  we  hope  that  those  who  haven’t  been  involved  in  the  community  in 
the  past  can  have  a  chance  to  participate  in  the  elections.  Both  of  the  meetings 
will  be  held  at  the  Fourth  Ward  Community  Center,  302  Pierce,  at  5  p.m.  The 
next  week  people  will  begin  to  work  on  projects. 

So  far,  there  is  only  one  standing  committee  —  to  find  a  community  center 
for  meetings  and  other  projects. 

If  you’re  interested,  there  are  a  lot  of  things  you  can  do: 

*Come  to  the  meetings  -  let  us  know  what  you  want  to  see  happen,  even 
if  you  don’t  have  enough  time  to  help  make  them  happen. 

*Help  find  a  building  for  the  community  center. 

*lf  you  have  some  spare  time,  go  out  and  meet  some  of  your  neighbors  and 
tell  them  about  it.  There  are  leaflets  at  Inlet,  708  Hyde  Park,  for  distribution 
door-to-door  and  for  stores  to  give  out. 

If  you  have  any  questions,  call  Inlet,  526-7925. 
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1971  in  Music  &  Films 


by  John  Lomax 

•  Made  it!  1972  is  here  at  long  last  and  rock  and  roll  is  not  dead.  Not  a  parti¬ 
cularly  rewarding  year  music-wise,  but  nonetheless,  a  year  is  a  year.  On  the 
whole  I  fear  that  there  is  nothing  positive  which  could  balance  the  loss  of  Jim 
Morrison  and  Duane  Allman.  We  also  lost  two  figures  from  rocks  past:  Gene 
Vincent  and  Junior  Parker. 

Grand  Funk  has  swept  to  the  foremost  position  among  American  recording 
groups.  Like  it  or  not,  a  quartet  which  can  fill  Shea  quicker  than  the  old  Fa b  4 
has  to  be  top-billed.  Rock’s  next  generation  is  taking  over  -  GF,  Black  Sabbath, 
Bloodrock  and  Alice  Cooper  are  now  alternatively  tantalizing  and  repelling  our 
minds,  and  if  you  think  they  are  bad  or  sick  or  foul,  then  brother  take  a  long 
look  at  the  world  we’re  mangling. 

“We  live  in  the  garden 

the  garden  of  Eden  „ 

Don’t  know  why  we  want  to  tear  the  whole  thing  to  the  ground. 

Gone  are  the  lazy,  hazy  carefree  days  of  sockhops  and  teenage  crushes. 
Songs  reflect  the  concerns  of  their  creators  -  we  have  seen  the  Airplane  stop 
telling  us  to  tear  down  the  walls  but  to  flee  to  Andromeda.  Mick  got  himse 
married,  but  that’s  so  long  ago  and  so  far  away.  Sure,  Sticky  Fingers  was  good, 
but  I’m  just  getting  tired  of  being  sneered  at.  And  by  a  bunch  of  guttersnipes 
at  that. 

‘  Bidy  says  Mick  could  have  stopped  Altamont  way  back  on  “the  day  the 
music  Died.”  I  don’t  know  if  he  or  the  Stones  could  have  prevented  the  execu¬ 
tion;  the  point  to  recall  is  that  no  one  even  tried.  Like  the  senseless  mass  we 
are,  we  sat  -  cowed  into  submission  by  a  small  gang  of  toughs.  Rock  hasn  t 
been  the  same  since  and  neither  have  the  Stones.  Jagger  to  be  the  next  Sinatra? 
Tom  Jones?  F.nglebert  Humperdinck?  Who  cares  anymore. 

Instead  of  four  Beatles  and  maybe  two  albums  per  year  we  now  have  a  Harri¬ 
son  triple  a  couple  of  things  from  Ringo  and  two  entries  each  from  Paul  (Perry 
Como)  McCartney  and  wife,  and  Badboy  Johnnie  Lennon  and  wife.  Hooboy, 
what  a  fine  feud  those  two  have  going  for  them?  you’d  almost  swear  they  were 
mad  at  one  another  —  until  the  bread  rolls  in  from  sales. 

Remember  “Paul  is  Dead?”  The  Beatle  press  conferences?  Taken  again. 
And  just,  where  was  Pa  when  George,  Ringo,  Leon,  Billy  Preston  and  Bob 
Dylan  were  leading  the  ^angla  Desh  benefit? 


Chicago  has  come  out  with  the  longest  record  so  far,  with  around  three 
hours  worth  of  their  assault  on  Carnegie  Hall.  I  can  still  hear  the  horns  blaring 
off  the  walls. 

The  Who  have  taken  over  the  top  slot  among  English  groups  on  the  strength 
of  some  fine  two-hour  live  shows  and  a  super  album,  plus  a  best  hits  from  their 
boisterous  past.  All  Pete’s  saying  though  is  that  he  won  t  get  fooled  again.  Sure 
hope  so.  By  who?  Abbie  Hoffman? 

Bangla  Desh  has  replaced  Woodstock.  As  we  grow  older  we meet .  not  f or 
fun,  dope  and  sex,  but  to  help  a  nation  rent  apart  by  war  and  natural  disasters 
Look  at  what  was  done  then;  when  we  do  get  it  together  we  can  be  a  potent 
force. 

But  lo  and  behold,  who  should  appear  again  but  Moby  Grape,  the  Blues 
Project,  the  Mamas  and  the  Papas  and  the  Beach  Boys  -  perhaps  making  up 
for  the  total  absence  of  Neil  Young,  whose  Harvest  album  is  still  forthcoming. 
CSN&Y  had  a  pretty  busy  year,  what  with  a  halfass  live  album  and  solos  and 
lots  of  studio  work. 

Two  things  stand  out  as  trends  from  1971 :  First,  the  rock  group  as  many- 
headed  music-belchers  -  to  wit,  the  Airplane  with  two  discs  from  Paul  &  Grace, 
a  Papa  John  release,  Bark  and  Hot  Tuna.  The  Dead  sang  us  out  of  1970  with 
the  “Box  of  Rain,”  then  came  back  with  a  live  double,  a  Garcia-Wales jam  a 
the  New  Riders.  CSN&Y  are  also  into  this  bag,  with  solos  from  S  N  &  C  to  go 
with  the  double. 

And  Chicago  -  two  years  ago  they  had  no  albums  out  -  now  they  have  three 
double  sets  to  go  with  their  recent  double  double. 

And  the  Beatles  to  the  list  with  their  farflung  empire,  and  even  those  ador¬ 
able  little  princes  of  darkness,  the  Stones,  will  be  into  the  act  in  a  big  way  with 
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The  Other 
Music 
Scene 

by  Herschel  ben-Avram 

1971  is  over  and  with  it  my  first 
year  in  Houston.  1  witnessed  a  number 
of  musical  events  in  the  past  year: 
symphony  concerts,  operas  and  chamb¬ 
er  music,  and  because  1  have  a  fair 
share  of  both  bias  and  prejudice  con¬ 
cerning  musical  performances  and  per¬ 
formers,  I  cannot  pretend  to  be  objec¬ 
tive.  1  would  like  to  relate  some  of 
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my  more  memorable  experiences  in 
Jones  Hall. 

The  Houston  Symphony  provided 
both  pleasure  and  pain,  sometimes  in 
the  same  evening.  One  concert  con¬ 
tained  a  splendid  performance  of  mus¬ 
ic  from  Wagner’s  Gotterdammerung 
and  a  pathetic  runthrough  of  Rach- 
'maniofPs  Second  Piano  Concerto  with 
Van  Clibum.  fn  another  evening  Law¬ 
rence  Harvey  stirred  my  blood  with 
revolutionary  rhetoric  in  Beethoven’s 
“Egmont”  incidental  music,  but  the 
major  work  on  the  program,  Beet¬ 
hoven’s  C  Major  Mass,  was  disappoint¬ 
ing  in  interpretation  and  balance. 

Among  other  soloists  this  fall  sea¬ 
son:  Pinchas  Zuckerman  trancended 
the  sometimes  unsteady  accompani¬ 
ment  of  the  Houston  Symphony  and 
the  awesome  technical  difficulties  of 
the  Brahms  Violin  Concerto,  and  play¬ 
ed  the  music  as  Brahms  probably  ima¬ 
gined  it.  Stephen  Bishop  gave  a  very 
exciting  performance  of  the  Bartok 
Piano  Concerto  No  2  (I  hope  the 
Symphony  will  program  more  such 
music)  but  got  a  lukewarm  response 
from  the  audience.  One  wonders  how 
Van  Cliburn  rated  g  standing  ovation. 
Perhaps  the  audience  in  Jones  Hall 
doesn’t  always  listen. 

The  greatest  pleasure  for  me  this 
year  was  watching  Lawrence  Foster 
conduct.  Mr.  Foster  is  a  very  direct 
and  economical  conductor.  Some 
very  famous  conductors  gesture  a  lot 
and  play  mainly  to  the  audience.  Fost¬ 
er  is  in  total  contact  with  the  orches¬ 
tra  at  all  times,  and  when  he  moves  it 
makes  a  difference  in  the  sound.  It’s 
real  and  honest  and  beautiful  to  see. 

The  Houston  Opera  gave  two  really 
fine  productions  last  year.  The  first, 
last  Spring,  was  Lucia  di  l.ammermoor, 
starring  Beverly  Sills  and  John  Alexan¬ 
der.  Sills  is  always  wonderful,  a  spec¬ 
tacular  singer  and  superb  actress.  She 
will  be  back  next  season  in  Donizetti’s 
Daughter  of  the  Regiment.  John  Alex¬ 
ander  did  the  almost  impossible  in 
Lucia.  He  kept  the  audience  in  their 
seats  for  the  last  scene  of  the  opera 
which  came  after  Lucia  (Sills)  had 
gone  crazy  on  stage  for  20  minutes. 

The  other  operatic  high  point  in 
1971  was  Tosco.  The  title  role  was 
sung  by  Teresa  Kubiak,  a  Polish  sop¬ 
rano  .making  her  debut  in  Houston. 
She  was  totally  convincing  as  Tosca, 
with  a  full  beautiful  voice  and  arresting 
stage  presence.  The  production  of 
Tosca  would  have  been  almost  flawless 
had  it  not  been  for  the  chorus  who 
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1  might  possibly  be  making;  this  up,  but  1  think  1  promised  myself  once 
that  1  would  never  partake  in  the  annual  ritual  of  compiling  a  year-end  list  of 
best,  worst,  most  average,  most  boring,  or  most  typical  films.  But,  and  may  1 
emphasize  that,  BUT,  having  read  some  of  the  best,  worst,  most  average,  most 
boring  and  most  typical  examples  of  that  seasonal  genre,  1  feel  compelled  to  try 
my  hand,  partly  out  of  the  arrogant  contempt  critical  personalities  fall  victim 
to  when  they  feel  that  motion  pictures  are  being  chronically  and  moronically 
under-  and  over-estimated. 

To  partly  vindicate  myself  for  any  guilt  that  might  arise  for  succumbing  to 
the  business  of  lists  and  subjective  appraisals,  two  things  are  in  order.  Once,  a 
few  words  about  the  ideal  function  of  critical  journalism.  And  two,  a  collec¬ 
tion  of  observations  about  the  film  year  as  a  totality. 

First  things  first.  It  is  necessarily  a  sticky  and  presumptuous  business  for  a 
critic  to  maintain  the  steady  and  objective  sensibility  to  communicate  just 
what  sort  of  thing  any  given  film  is  -  to  do  so  honestly,  with  a  set  of  criteria 
that  really  represents  how  you  feel  about  what  film  has  done,  is  doing,  and  can 
do.  It  further  complicates  things  that  film  can  do  all  manner  of  things,  and 
from  time  to  time,  do  them  quite  beautifully.  So,  to  select  from  a  range  of  pos¬ 
sibilities  a  list  of  the  most  worthy  treatments  of  the  medium  is  a  treacherous 
combination  of  more  than  usually  subjective  evaluation  and  an  act  of  vengeance 
directed  toward  the  exploitation  of  the  public  and  the  miserable  quality  of  Am¬ 
erican  film  criticism  as  a  whole. 

Collection  of  observations.  It  hasn’t  been  a  bad  year  for  films,  perhaps  not 
as  good  as  1970,  not  as  good  as  1968,  a  good  deal  better  than  1967  or  1969. 

There  have  been  masterpieces  by  masters,  a  lot  of  impressive  work  by  newer 
film  makers  and  the  usual  panaroma  of  mediocre  to  lousy  films. 

The  corrosion  of  Hollywood  within  the  past  few  years  has  not  resulted  in 
the  replacement  of  America  as  the  film  capital  of  the  world.  Some  of  the  year  s 
best  work  is  American  or  consciously  inspired  by  American  traditions  in  film. 

And  there  are  a  number  of  films  that  are  truly  international.  There  are  also  a 
number  of  European  films,  but  the  best  of  the  year’s  films  seem  to  be  typified 
by  more  unified  cinematic  concepts,  and  more  international  scope  and  material. 
Unfortunately,  the  last  few  years  have  provided  few  fine  films  from  the  Orient. 

Before  we  go  any  further,  I  can’t  let  myself  forget  that  it  is  Houston  where 
we  are,  and  a  disturbingly  large  number  of  the  past  few  years’  most  acclaimed 
films  have  not  reached  us  yet.  Another  disturbing  distinction  of  this  year  s 
films  is  that  few  of  the  best  have  done  very  well  at  the  box  office.  This  is  al¬ 
ways  the  case  to  a  certain  extent,  but  the  failure  of  several  really  astounding 
cinematic  adventures  and  the  success  of  tawdry,  monotonous,  derivative  bum¬ 
mers  seems  almost  a  characteristic  of  this  film  year. 

At  a  time  in  the  history  of  films  when  the  technical  and  creative  potential  of 
the  talking  film  as  an  international  art  form  seems  on  the  brink  of  the  stature 
of  the  best  of  the  silent  film  era,  the  audience  for  films  seems  in  a  state  of  re¬ 
gression  or  confusion.  Understandable,  I  suppose,  in  a  five-year  period  which 
has  seen  some  of  the  best  of  every  kind  of  film  phenomenon  -  blown  up  thea¬ 
trical  films,  films  that  tell  stories,  sex  and  violence,  animation,  documentary,  a 
new  vocabulary  of  tricks,  the  Czech  film  Renaissance,  the  exploration  of  the 
space  time  continuum,  the  moribund  state  of  the  star  system,  the  underground 
film,  the  shock  film,  the  new  Romanticism.  And  some  of  the  best  films  of  1 97 1 
are  simply  not  easily  salable  commodities,  and  that  is  part  of  what  the  business 
of  motion  pictures  is  about. 

It  has  been  a  year  of  unique  pictures  —  pictures  that  don’t  really  represent 
the  most  characteristic  trends  in  films  or  in  our  present  comparatively  dor¬ 
mant  cultural  state.  An  amazingly  large  number  of  the  (my)  top  ten  deal  with 
the  adjustment  of  civilized  man,  the  human  condition  or  in  some  way  with  the 
separation  of  the  human  being  from  his  savage  roots  and  his  spiritual  longings. 
Urban  crime,  sexual  disturbance,  films  aimed  at  youth  exploitation,  drug  films, 
heart-rending  doses  of  nostalgia,  and  skin  flicks  are  more  characteristic  of  the 
film  year  as  a  whole. 

In  many  ways,  the  year’s  films  have  explored  traditions  in  film,  and  some 
of  the  finest  manifestations  of  the  period  piece  have  been  used  to  eloquently 
explore  the  relationship  of  our  past  with  our  unchanging  condition.  Trendy 
films  were  this  year  less  exciting  than  ever  —  an  indication  that  the  exploitative 
filmmakers,  in  a  period  of  such  rapid  technological  change  and  sudden  altera¬ 
tions  of  public  interest,  are  not  any  better  suited  to  approaching  the  complex 
demands  of  a  film  audience  than  a  director  oblivious  to  the  mass  audience  in 
the  pursuit  of  his  personal  vision. 

There  have  been  some  dazzling  technical  achievements  in  superior  and  in  , 
more  conventional  films.  While  applauding  this  virtuosity  in  some  of  the  year  s 
best  work,  1  have  longed  for  an  audacious  fulfilling  piece  of  amateur  cinematics 
with  little  satisfaction.  I  guess  this  not  so  humble  film  viewer  can  t  have  every¬ 
thing.  I’m  not  complaining.  There  have  been  a  couple  of  periods  when  I’ve 
ached  from  seeing  at  least  good  films. 

Another  thing  before  I  get  into  the  listing,  summing-up  game.  I  love  films. 
Sometimes  I  love  awful  films,  knowing  perfectly  well  they  are  just  that.  1  don’t 
pretend  to  represent  a  cross  section  of  film  viewers  because  1  don’t  even  know 
who  they  are.  Of  all  the  critics  and  non-professional  movie  buffs  whose  tastes 
I  admire,  I  am  never  in  agreement  with  any  one  1  can  think  of.  At  best,  what  I 
hope  to  do  is  represent  as  lucidly  as  possible  my  own  criteria  for  watching  films, 
and  from  time  to  time  make  people  excited  or  angry  or  interested  about  what  1 
have  to  say. 

Most  of  all,  I  care  about  the  way  that  films  reflect  and  change  our  lives,  and 
if  I  can  contribute  in  any  way  to  making  anyone  care  more  deeply  about  the 
mystery,  the  magic,  the  variety  of  potential  that  is  possible  in  films,  that  will 
more  than  make  up  for  the  angst  I  sometimes  feel  for  embarking  on  the  pre¬ 
tense  of  inflicting  my  own  (however  brilliant  or  superficial)  observations  upon  a 
work  of  art.  Or,  in  other  cases,  a  piece  of  junk.  Apology  complete.  I  can  vent 
enthusiasm  and/or  rage  without  qualms. 

The  Best  10  Films  Of  1971  in  Houston  Alphabetically.  Ascending 
or  descending  order  out  of  the  question.  1  don’t  know  whether  a  great,  big 
film  is  better  than  a  superb,  little  one.  I  only  know  the  difference. 

I  have  not  included  major  films  from  1^70  released  in  Houston  in  1^71,  with 
one  exception,  a  really  classic  film  by  a  great  international  tilm-maker,  and 
since  in  Houston  it  came  and  went  almost  entirely  unnoticed,  I  will  discrimin¬ 
ate  in  favor  of  the  underdog. 

1.  The  Conformist.  Bernardo  Bertolucci’s  film  version  of  the  Moravia 
novel,  turned  into  a  ghostly  tango.  The  clarity  ot  the  novel  is  somehow  muddled 
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in  the  arrangement  of  the  film  and  the  story  comes  apart  in  confusing  sequences. 
But  Bertolucci’s  lush  treatment  of  background  and  atmosphere,  his  exacting 
and  varying  sense  of  visual  and  dramatic  rhythms,  and  two  of  the  year  s  most 
perfect  performances  from  Jean  Louis  Trintignant  as  the  corrupt  conformist 
and  Stephania  Sandrelli  as  his  slinky,  kinetic  kinetic  vacancy  of  a  wife,  provide 
more  than  a  spellbinding  backdrop  to  the  study  of  a  man  ideally  suited  to  Fas¬ 
cism.  In  spite  of  some  confusion  about  the  whole,  every  scene  is  a  gem  and 
the  visual  richness  of  the  decor  and  camerawork  are  splendid. 

2.  Death  in  Venice.  Luchino  Visconti’s  rhapsodic  interpretation  of  the 
Mann  novella.  A  perfectly  controlled  work  of  unearthly  beauty.  An  elegant 
period  piece  enriched  by  Visconti’s  incomparable  sense  of  arrangement  and  de¬ 
tail,  the  addition  of  Mahler’s  music  and  Dirk  Bogarde  in  the  best  performance 
of  the  year. 

3.  McCabe  and  Mrs.  Miller.  Robert  Altman’s  brooding  ballad  of  the 
Northwest  frontier,  a  moody  and  seemingly  effortless  blend  of  violence  and 
primitive  beauty.  The  sense  of  atmosphere  created  by  liberal  use  of  camera 
filters,  the  reality  of  the  physical  setting,  the  music  by  Leonard  Cohen  and 
Warren  Beatty’s  performance  as  a  coward  with  false  bravado  are  worth  sing¬ 
ling  out. 

4.  Peter  Rabbit  and  Tales  of  Beatrix  Potter.  Members  of  the  Royal  Bal¬ 
let  in  a  dance  film  of  universal  fascination.  The  design  concept  is  so  brilliant 
and  so  complimentary  to  the  inspired  dance  characterizations  that  we  are  able 
to  conjure  a  Victorian  innocence,  believe  in  animals  that  we  are  able  to  conjure 
a  Victorian  innocence,  believe  in  animals  that  dance  and  storybooks  that  come 
to  life. 

5.  Straw  Dogs.  The  best  American  film  here  this  year.  Sam  Peckinpah’s 
savage  treatment  of  the  frontier  myth,  a  dark  and  dazzling  carnal  nightmare. 

An  apocalyptic  celebration  in  which  Dustin  Hoffman  and  Susan  George  are 
forced  to  deal  with  a  visitation  of  savages. 

6.  Taking  Off.  Practically  the  only  -  and  far  away  the  best  -  comedy  of 
the  year.  Czech  director  Milos  Forman  focuses  on  the  dangerously  trite  phen¬ 
omenon  of  the  generation  gap  in  America  with  such  innocent  and  original 
humor  that  the  result  is  like  watching  a  satire  from  some  wise  and  compassion¬ 
ate  visitor  from  outer  space.  In  spite  of  the  real  thinness  of  the  material,  For- 
man’s  treatment  transforms  the  thing  into  a  Kafkaesque  vaudeville.  Thinking 
about  almost  any  face  in  the  entire  cast  can  make  me  convulsive  with  glee  for 
at  least  30  seconds.  At  the  very  least. 

7.  The  Touch.  Ingmar  Bergman’s  study  of  love  and  marital  infidelity  in 
English  and  color.  A  beautiful  romantic  comedy  that  warps  and  reverses  to  re¬ 
veal  a  painful  depth.  Bihi  Andersen  proves  again  that  she  is  one  of  the  best  ac- 


r’s  Best 


.  .and  Worst 


tresses  in  the  world. 

8.  Tristana.  First  released  in  1970,  one  of  Luis  Bunuel’s  master¬ 
pieces.  A  great  director,  but  hardly  anyone  ever  sees  his  films.  Made  a  brief 
appearance  here  in  the  short-lived  Shamrock  Theatre  film  festival.  With  the 
wisdom  of  age,  Bunuel  investigates  the  bizarre  and  erotic  relationship  of  an  old 
Spanish  gentleman  with  his  icy  and  beautiful  young  ward  Tristana.  Fernando 
Rey  and  Catherine  Deneuve  are  perfectly  suited  to  Bunuel’s  characters. 

9.  Walkabout.  A  little  masterpiece  of  deceptive  complexity  by  Nicholas 
Roeg  who  co-directed  Performance.  Based  on  a  classic  Australian  novel,  the 
story  is  the  simple  adventure  of  two  city  children  who  under  strange  condi¬ 
tions  are  abandoned  in  the  bush  and  encounter  an  aborigine  on  his  “walka¬ 
bout”  or  rite  of  passage.  Roeg’s  intelligent  and  economic  use  of  the  camera  and 
his  understated  treatment  of  the  story’s  implications  about  the  deadening  effect 
of  civilization  make  it  qualify  as  one  of  the  most  underrated  pictures  of  the  year, 
and  certainly  of  the  best  handful. 

10.  The  Night  Visitor.  A  fine  little  thriller  that  might  not  be  something 
so  satisfying  were  it  not  for  its  gloomy  cinematography  by  Sven  Nykriist  and 
the  best  possible  cast  anyone  could  dream  of  assembling.  Per  Iscarsen,  Max  von 
Sydow,  Liv  Ullman  and  Trevor  Howard  create  such  thorough  and  inspired 
Gothic  characterizations  that  they  are  almost  unbearable  to  watch. 


Highly-Admired  Nonetheless  Films. 

*The  Clowns.  Fellini’s  elegy  and  eulogy  to  his  dreams  of  clowns  and  the  circus. 
Made  for  Italian  television,  both  his  freshest  and  his  most  erratic  film  in  a  long 
time. 

*Thc  Wild  Child.  A  line  Truffaut  film.  Put  in  same  category  with 
Tristana  -  first  released  in  1970,  seen  only  briefly  here.  Beautiful. 

*Thc  French  Connection.  A  good,  robust  crime  film  with  a  great  chase  scene 
and  an  interesting  and  talented  cast  led  by  Gene  Hackman  who  is  as  good  as 
ever. 

*lloa  Binh.  An  eloquent  plea  for  peace  by  Raoul  Coutard. 

*Tlie  Tunic  in  Needle  Turk.  By  far  the  best  movie  about  drug  addiction.  With¬ 
out  wallowing  in  morbid  sensationalism,  the  screenplay  focuses  on  the  enor¬ 
mous  compromises  two  people  in  love  have  to  make  in  their  relationship  when 
they  are  also  junkies.  Kitty  Winn  and  Al  Pacino  as  the  couple  are  exciting  film 
discoveries  -  as  characters  that  invite  excess  and  vague  hysterics,  their  skill  and 
imagination  is  uncanny. 


The  Most  Eagerly  Awaited  (by  me)  And  In  So  Many  Cases  (t)  Long 
Overdue  Films. 

*  A  Clockwork  Orange  and 

*The  Last  Picture  Show  -  apparently  the  two  most  widely  admired  films  of 
1971. 

fBed  and  Board  -  Truffaut  reunited  with  Jean  Pierre  Leaud. 

fMy  Night  at  Maud's  and  Claire’s  Knee  -  two  charming  Gallic  comedies  by  a 

major  new  director,  Erich  Rohmer. 

fThe  Passion  of  Anna  -  an  overdue  Bergman. 

fAu  Hazard  de  Balthazar  -  the  recent  work  of  another  great  and  unseen  direc¬ 
tor,  Robert  Bresson. 

* Sunday  Bloody  Sunday  -  John  Schlesinger,  who  directed  Midnight  Cowboy 
and  other  better  films,  teamed  up  with  Glenda  Jackson  and  Peter  Finch. 

*Minnie  and  Moscowitz  -  John  Cassavetes  directing  his  wife,  Gina  Rowlands 
and  Seymour  Cassel,  both  of  whom  were  so  fine  in  his  Faces. 

*Wanda  -  the  film  that  Barbara  Loden  wrote,  directed  and  starred  in,  reported¬ 
ly  highly  interesting. 

*The  Garden  of  the  Finzi-Continis  -  a  new  and  admired  de  Sica  film  starring 
Helmut  Berger  of  The  Dammed  Dominique  Sanda  of  The  Conformist. 

*Sacco  and  Vanzetti  -a  controversial  Italian  treatment  of  the  tragic  American 
trial. 

Best  Performances  by  Actors. 

*  DIRK  BOGARDE  in  Death  in  Venice.  The  best.  Superbly  guided  by  Vis¬ 
conti  and  studied  in  immaculate  detail  by  the  camera  of  Pasquale  de  Santis,  a 
monument  in  his  already  memorable  film  career. 

Others -- 

*  PER  ISCARSEN  in  The  Night  Visitor.  A  consummately  styled  study  in 
neurotic  histrionics,  an  audacious  mannerist  performance  that  only  a  brilliant 
actor  could  pull  off.  His  co-stars,  MAX  VON  SYDOW  and  TREVOR  HOWARD, 
as  a  fixated  and  wily  pursuer  of  just  revenge,  and  a  detective  with  the  intellec¬ 
tual  patience  of  S.  Holmes,  are  in  no  way  overshadowed. 

♦WARREN  BEATTY  in  McCabe  and  Mrs.  Miller.  Anobliquely  viewed  tin¬ 
type  of  cocky  charm  and  fatal  cowardice. 

*  JEAN  LOUIS  TRINTIGNANT  in  The  Conformist.  A  carcass  of  soul  be¬ 
neath  an  unflinching  Bogart  facade. 

♦THOMMY  BERGGREN  in  Joe  Hill.  A  gentle  and  honest  presence  in  a  roman¬ 
tic,  slanted  myth-biography. 

*  FERNANDO  REY  in  Tristana.  A  lecherous  old  anarchist  transformed  by  per¬ 
verse  longings  into  a  conventional  man. 

Quite  a  year  for  male  performances.  So  I’ll  mention  again  GENE  HACKMAN 
in  The  French  Connection,  DUSTIN  HOFFMAN  in  Straw  Dogs  and  AL 
PACINO  in  The  Panic  in  Needle  Park. 

Best  Performances  by  Actresses. 

*  BIBI  ANDERSEN  in  The  Touch.  Untouchable.  A  wide,  mature  portrait  of 
a  beautiful,  desirable,  happily  married  woman  whose  game  of  infidelity  draws 
her  into  the  chaos  of  confusing  passions. 

Others  ~ 

*  KITTY  WINN  in  The  Panic  in  Needle  Park.  Quite  a  film  debut.  A  vulner¬ 
able  girl  develops  the  instincts  of  survival  by  sharing  heroin  addiction  in  a  mu¬ 
tually  destructive  love  affair.  Her  scene  on  the  ferry  is  one  of  most  brilliantly 
acted  sequences  this  year. 

*  STEPHANIA  SANDRELLI  in  The  Conformist.  An  amazing  comic  perform¬ 
ance.  In  creating  an  undulating  Barbie  Doll  of  provincial  ignorance,  there  is  no 
doubt  that  the  actress  knows  exactly  what  she’s  doing  every  step  of  the  way. 

*  SUSAN  GEORGE  in  Straw  Dogs.  Shrewd  sexuality  and  self-protective  hys¬ 
teria  control  an  ambivalently  faithful  wife. 

*  LIV  ULLMAN  in  The  Night  Visitor.  A  Teutonic  vampire  of  a  woman  strug¬ 
gles  to  maintain  control  as  her  own  dark  crimes  eventually  undo  her. 

*  CATHERINE  DENEUVE  in  Tristana.  In  the  course  of  the  film  a  lot  of  black 
cruelty  bleeds  through  the  cold  virginity  of  an  old  gentleman’s  desirable  ward. 

The  Most  Disgusting  (for  one  reason  or  another,  and  therefore  not  necessar¬ 
ily  'the  worst)  Films  of  the  Year. 

1.  The  Summer  of  '42.  An  overdose  of  nostalgia  that  makes  adolescence  mere¬ 
ly  moronic  and  seems  to  want  to  lure  us  back  to  the  good  old  days  when  sex 
'  was  dirty  and  story  lines  were  imbecile. 

2.  The  Music  l. overs.  The  worst.  From  the  inexcusable  excesses  of  Ken  Rus¬ 
sell.  Anyone  who  isn’t  insulted  or  embarassed  is  well  on  the  road  to  martyr¬ 
dom.  My  apologies  to  anyone  who  might  have  been  in  theatre  at  the  point  I 
could  control  myself  no  longer. 

3.  T.R.  Baskin.  Almost  any  line  of  dialogue  in  the  picture  must  have  forced 
the  actor  to  contemplate  freedom  through  suicide.  In  the  midst  of  the  film’s 
many  messages  is  the  implication  that  giving  Candice  Bergen  money  for  carfare 
after  a  one  night  idyll  is  a  crystallized  statement  of  the  American  tragedy. 

4.  Carnal  Knowledge.  Mike  Nichols  abusing  Jules  Feiffer.  Sex  is  a  terrible 
treadmill.  Men  and  women  are  no  damn  good.  Just  about  as  overrated  as  a 
film  can  be. 

,5.  Who  is  Harry  Kellcrman  and  etc.  Real  boring  and  self  conscious.  It’s  hard 
to  notice  that  Dustin  Hoffman  and  Barbara  Harris  do  pretty  well  under  the 
circumstances. 

5.  The  Might  He  Giants.  The  screenplay  promises  all  kinds  of  things  and  de¬ 
livers  a  sloppy  morality  tale.  George  C.  Scott  and  Joanne  Woodward  as  delud¬ 
ed  reincarnations  of  Holmes  and  Watson  are  excellent,  but  Anthony  Harvey’s 
disastrous  directing  destroys  an  inspired  concept  that  might,  in  the  proper 
hands,  have  signalled  the  return  of  screwball  comedy. 
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Cont.  from  7 


another  greatest  hits  record  (their  third),  a  “Jam”  to  be  released  in  1972  of  a 
session  cut  in  1969  with  no  Richard  but  an  added  Hopkins  (Nicky)  on  key¬ 
boards,  a  new  rumored  double  and  the  Brian  Jones,  Joujouka  production. 

Comeback  of  the  year  award  goes  by  unanimous  vote  to  Bob  Dylan. 

The  second  trend  in  view  is  the  lack  of  a  clear  musical  path.  A  year  ago 
country  rock  was  being  heralded  as  the  new  thing  and  everyone  was  learning 
steel  guitar.  Ballads  were  being  sung  by  Dylan,  the  Dead  played  acoustic,. 
Traffic  hadn’t  been  heard  from,  the  Beatles  were  das  kaput  and  the  Stones  had 
taken  an  overdose  of  Hells’  Angels.  So  we  spun  crazily  thru  1971,  grasping 
straws,  following  false  trails  and  wrong  turns.  At  year’s  end  we  were  as  bewil¬ 
dered  as  before,  what  with  Lennon  &  McCartney  fuming,  the  Stones  in  seclu¬ 
sion,  The  Dead  without  Mickey  Hart,  the  Band  playing  somewhere,  and  big 
bands  and  gimmick  groups  taking  the  headlines. 

1971  was  a  year  of  excess  —  too  loud,  too  crazy,  too  big  and  too  brassy. 
Big  bands  come  on  even  stronger,  but  a  hopeful  trend  was  the  old  statement  of 
Lennon’s  ala  Chuck  Berry:  “Come  Together.”  We  did  at  Bangla  Desh,  then 
we  did  again  later  in  December  in  Ann  Arbor,  Mich.  John  Sinclair  is  breathing 
free  air  once  again,  at  least  for  awhile,  and  how  can  any  year  be  a  total  loss 
with  Tim  Leary  neither  in  jail  nor  in  Algeria  but  in  Switzerland,  hopefully  as 
safe  as  Mafia  money  in  an  unnumbered  account. 

So  what  could  you  expect?  1971  was  the  year  of  the  pig,  a  fact  Frank  Riz¬ 
zo  no  doubt  noted  awhile  back.  1972  will  be  the  year  of  the  rat.  Think  about 
that.  A  strange  foreshadowing  of  this  was  presented  in  Willard.  Remember, 
oP  lunkhead  and  his  pets  did  in  the  Capitalist  pig,  superbly  portrayed  by  Ernest 
Borgnine.  So,  the  question  still  remains:  is  a  pig  more  or  less  enviable  than  a 
rat?  Salient  facts:  Rats  eat  bacon.  Pigs  don’t  eat  rats.  Pigs  are  raised  in  pens 
Rats  run  free  in  gutters.  Pigs  live  in  pens  and  sleep  a  lot.  Rats  live  where  they 
can  and  are  rarely  seen  asleep.  A  pig  could  kill  a  rat  but  only  by  sitting  on  one, 
while  a  rat  could  gnaw  a  pig  to  marrow.  Noted  any  similarities  to  any  two  coun¬ 
tries  in  an  Asian  war?  Night,  night. 


Whimsical  whiffs  of  won  years  wax: 

Outstanding  male  vocalist  (Rock):  Van  Morrison 
Outstanding  female  singer  (Rock):  Still  Grace  Slick. 

Outstanding  female  Vocalist  (Folk):  Joni  Mitchell. 

Outstanding  male  Vocalist  (Folk):  Townes  Van  Zandt. 

Joke  vocalist  of  the  year:  Englebert  Humperdinck  (who,  as  we  all  know,  is 
really  a  large  dummy  controlled  by  a  deranged  British  chiropractor). 

Best  lyrics  of  the  year:  American  Pic  (Long  version  on  the  Ip.)  Don  McLean. 
Most  fun  award:  Cheech  &  Chong. 

Most  Renaissance  man  award:  Kris  Kristofferson  —  or  how  a  Rhodes  scholar, 
Vietnam  veteran,  ace  songwriter  and  fine  actor  can  come  across  like  a  hay¬ 
seed,  dope  dealin’  wanderer. 

Best  New  Group:  Joy  of  Cooking. 

Hardest  act  to  follow:  Alice  Cooper. 

Best  New  York  group:  Velvet  Underground. 

Best  LA  group:  The  Lakers. 

Balladeer  of  the  year:  Cat  Stevens. 

Best  rock  show  of  the  year  (on  film  or  tv):  Pink  Floyd  from  San  Francisco, 
shown  on  NET.  See  if  Channel  8  might  rerun  it. 

Magical  Mystery  Tour  award:  200  Motels. 

Worst  landing:  Frank  Zappa  and  the  floor  in  London. 


Records  1  listen  to  most: 

Future  Games  -  Fleetwood  Mac 
The  Grateful  Dead 
Bangla  Desh 

Loaded  -  Velvet  Underground 
Who’s  Next 

Closer  to  the  Ground  -  Joy  of  Cooking 

Low  Spark  of  High  Heeled  Boys  -  Traffic 

High,  Low  and  In  Between  -  Townes  Van  Zandt 

I’earl  -  Janis 

Mordicai  Jones 

Dylan’s  Greatest  Hits  II 

Naturally  -  J.  J.  Gale 

NRPS  -  New  Riders  of  the  Purple  Sage 

Western  (dan  -  Mose  Allison 

Red  Krayola  Memorial  Award:  Captain  Beefheart. 

Worst  song:  A  tie  between  Melanie  singing  “Brand  New  Key”  (or  is  that  a  rein¬ 
carnation  of  Brenda  Lee),  and  the  New  Seekers  and  Coca-Cola  who  foisted 
that  eruddy  “I’d  like  to  teach  the  world  to  sing”  on  us.  I  love  cokes  myself 
and  seldom  let  a  day  go  by  without  downing  three  or  so.  The  last  time  I 
went  to  the  dentist  there  were  13  cavities.  Ask  a  dentist  about  cokes  and 
your  teeth  sometime. 

Best  Cover  Art:  Athens  Co-Op  and  Wonder  Graphics  of  Athens,  Ga.  for  the 
Wet  Willie  album. 

Best  Houston  band:  Rat  Creek 
Finest  live  shows:  Liberty  Hall 
New  Superstar  Award:  Carole  King  &  Rod  Stewart 

Battle  of  the  Year:  Yoko  Ono  versus  synthesizers  for  control  of  the  ear. 

-  -  John  M.  Lomax 
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were  supposed  to  be  choirboys  in  one 
scene  but  came  off  looking  like  a 
bunch  of  little  theatre  “stars”  in  Baby 
Huey  suits.  Louis  Quillico  was  a  chill¬ 
ing  Scarpia  (the  villian  in  Tosca).  Per¬ 
formers  like  Quillico  and  Kubiak  can 
make  a  convincing  drama  out  of  even 
the  most  melodramatic  plot. 

My  wish  for  ’72:  The  music  scene 
•here  is  hung  up  on  importing  the  big 
stars  like  Rubenstein,  Menuhin  and 
Sills,  who  are  of  course  fantastic,  but 


the  Houston  audience  should  become 
more  aware  of  the  quality  of  local  per¬ 
formers.  There  are  some  really  excel¬ 
lent  musicians  right  here  in  Houston. 
You  can  hear  then!  at  U  of  H.  Rice  and 
University  of  St.  Thomas  to  hame  but 
a  few  places.  Take  the  trouble  to  find 
out  when  and  where  these  concerts  are 
and  go  to  them.  Houston  artists  need 
to  be  heard  and  they  are  well  worth 
listening  to.  Many  of  these  concerts 
are  free.  Jones  Hall  is  not  the  only 
place  in  town  where  good  music  lives. 
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Bobby 
B 1  and ’s 

Blues 


Bobby  “Blue”  Bland  walked  onto 
the  Liberty  Hall  stage  to  bring  on 
1972  last  Saturday  night.  He  drew  a 
good  crowd  for  the  early  show  and 
packed  ’em  for  the  no— holds— barred 
late  set.  It  was  a  cold,  dank  night 
after  New  Years’  Eve  so  even  one 
half  as  large  a  group  would  have  been 
excellent. 

Bobby  had  sold  out  Continental 
Showcase  the  previous  weekend,  but 
his  style  is  big-band  blues  and  soul  - 
so  it  was  a  bit  of  a  gamble  for  Liberty 
Hall  to  book  him.  But  they  knew 
quality,  for  Bobby  and  his  Revue  put 
on  a  fine,  fine  soul  show  that  had  the 
audience  calling  out  and  tellin’  Bobby 
about  how  bad  they  too  had  those 
blues. 

“/  pity  the  fool 

I  said  I  pity-  the  fool 
I  pity  the  fool 

I  said  I  pity  the  fool 
That  falls  in  love  with  you 
And  expects  you  to  be  true 
OOOOAAAHHH  J  pity  the  fool 
Look  at  the  people 
I  know  you  wonder  what  they  doin’ 
They  just  standin'  there 
Watchin  you  make  a  fool  of  me" 

I  hadn’t  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
Bobby  since  around  1961  or  ’62. 
He  has  added  a  few  pounds  to  his 
large  frame,  but  he  still  has  his  slick 
glossy  black  hair  piled  up  in  front  and 
a  razor  thin  mustache.  Ten  years  have 
added  some  experience  to  an  already 
smooth  style  and  his  voice  is  as  tender 
as  ever.  He  has  a  bit  more  edge  in  his 
tone  now,  but  it  is  an  edge  Bobby  uses 
with  precision. 

The  liner  notes  to  Two  Steps  from 
the  Blues  said  that  Bobby’s  sales  then 
had  topped  14  million,  and  that  was 
10  years  or  so  back.  (His  albums  are 
still  available  through  Duke  records, 
2809  Grastus  in  Houston.)  He  is  no 
relic  of  the  past,  dug  up  for  a  rock  and 
roll  revival,  but  an  authenic  blues  sing¬ 
er  of  world  renown  who  has  been  per¬ 
forming  steadily  for  20  years. 

Bobby  has  sold  a  whole  lot  of  sin¬ 
gles  in  the  primarily  black  rhythm 
and  blues  and  soul  markets.  Some  of 
his  more  notable  performances  include 
“Cry,  Cry  Cry,”  “1  Pity  the  Fool,” 


“St.  James  Infirmary,”  “Farther  Up 
the  Road,”  “Call  On  Me,”  “I’ve 
Just  Got  to  Forget  You,”  and  “Stormy 
Monday.” 

Pigpen  and  the  Dead  picked  up  on 
“Turn  On  Your  Love  Light,”  and 
made  it  the  anthem  of  a  later  crowd 
of  listeners  as  the  term  “turn-on” 
came  to  be  a  noun  as  well  as  a  verb. 

“Cry  Cry  Cry 

Let  me  see  you  shed  a  few  tears 

Then  maybe  you’d  realize 

What  I’ve  been  going  thru  for  so 
many  years 

I  want  you  to  cry  cry  me  a  river 
I  want  you  to  cry,  yes  /  want  you 
to  cry  me  a  sea 

Yes  I  want  someone  to  hurt  you 
Just  like  you  been  hurtin  me" 

The  show  began  with  a  three  numb¬ 
er  instrumental  set  by  Bobby’s  backup 
group,  Ernie  Fields  Jr.  and  Company. 
Ernie  handled  sax,  A1  Thomas  (also  the 
band’s  arranger)  was  on  trombone, 
Charles  Polk  drummed,  Rueben  White 
throbbed  with  electric  bass,  Jake  and 
Joe  were  on  trumpets  and  Odell  Stokes 
picked  guitar. 

Burnett  Williams  was  then  introduc¬ 
ed  to  sing  a  half  dozen  or  so  tunes 
and  warm  up  the  crowd  further,  dance 
a  little  exhibition  and  properly  build 
the  tension  for  Bobby.  Out  he  came  in 
light  lime  green  over  a  shiny  aqua  and 
silver  silk  shirt,  long  pointed  collar 
and  four  button  cuffs.  Sparklers  on 
either  hand  and  an  air  of  assurance. 

Bobby  sailed  thru  1 0-1  2  of  his  best, 
including  “One  Way  or  Another”  and 
a  few  of  his  other  recent  recordings. 
“Sing  it  Bobby,”  members  of  the 
crowd  hollered  out,  and  Bobby  told 
them  to  “take  your  time,  son.”  Bob¬ 
by’s  mellow  tenor  soared  out  gently 
yet  sharp  as  a  diamond,  a  human  voice 
fully  the  match  for  the  brass  section 
by  now  swelled  to  five. 

He  told  us  mostly  of  lost  loves,  bad 
treatment  and  unsatisfied  romance: 

“Shore  I  ride  these  blues 
Like  a  Ship  out  on  the  sea 

Driftin  and  driftin  baby" 

*  *  * 

“Now  that’s  the  way  looovvee  is 
When  you  got  a  heartache 

There  ain’t  nothing  you  can  do” 

A  professional  performance  by  all 
with  Bobby’s  voice  and  Stokes’  slinky 
lead  sharing  the  spotlight  with  the 
sharp  horns.  Another  coup  for  Liberty 
Hall.  The  Hall’s  hostess  with  the 
mostest,  Linda  Herrera,  stole  the  sar¬ 
torial  splendor  from  the  performers 
with  a  brilliant,  spectacular  concoc¬ 
tion  of  thousands  of  circular  polished 
silver  sequins.  And,  thanks  to  a  change 
in  the  laws  regulating  sizes  of  dance 
floors,  there  was  a  dance  area  set  aside 
for  couples  to  use. 

A  fine  way  to  start  the  new  year: 
with  an  old  and  still  golden  star. 

-  -  John  M.  Lomax 


1217  Wichita,  Houston,  Texas  77004 


Hairy 

Ideals 


Dear  Space  City, 

Joel  Tammariello’s  review  ot  Hair 
(Dec.  16)  is  a  clear  statement  of  the 
confused  values  that  now  characterize 
much  of  the  overripe  Youth  Culture 
(and  its  propaganda  organs,  such  as 
Space  City!). 

JT  uncritically  accepts  all  of  the 
values  and  moral  assumptions  of  Hair  - 
his  only  criticisms  are  technical  ones 
about  the  carelessness  of  the  perfor¬ 
mance,  the  show’s  loss  of  “freshness” 
and  “innocence,”  experiencing  the  fate 
of  “countless  other  road  shows.” 

In  fact,  the  play  epitomizes  (and 
legitimizes)  the  most  reactionary  as¬ 
pects  of  Youth  Culture.  Hair  is  thor¬ 
oughly  degenerate.  It  equates  sexual 
liberation  with  sexual  exploitation, 
making  no  distinction  between  sex 
based  on  mutual  consent  and  concern, 
and  the  most  exploitative  forms  of 
sexual  domination  and  objectification, 
including  rape.  It  lauds  the  nonproduc¬ 
tive,  parasitic  lifestyle  of  the  Street  — 
and  puts  down  those  dumb  straights 
who  work  for  a  living  and  are  soft 
touches  for  Spare  Change.  Hallucino¬ 
genic  and  hard  drugs  are  lumped  to¬ 
gether  indiscriminately  -  pot,  acid,  co¬ 
caine,  etc. 

Hair’s  dominant  values  are  indivi¬ 
dualism  and  self-indulgence  -  Claude 
doesn’t  want  to  go  to  Vietnam  because 
he  wants  to  “stay  here  and  enjoy  the 
things  they’re  fighting  for  over  there” 
-  not  because  he  has  any  political  or 
moral  objections.  The  male  lead,  Ber¬ 
ger,  is  a  type  we  have  become  all-too- 
familiar  with  in  the  last  few  years  -  a 
completely  individualistic,  selfish,  male 
supremacist,  longhaired,  bearded  shirt¬ 
less  freak.  More  examples  would  be 
repetitive. 

Suffice  it  to  say  that  the  dominant 
message  of  Hair  is  liberation  through 
self-indulgence,  individualism,  indis¬ 
criminate  use  of  drugs,  non-produc¬ 
tivity,  parasitic  life-style,  and  exploita¬ 
tive  sexuality. 

The  thing  JT  liked  most  about  Hair 
was  the  fact  that  it  was  a  “pagan  ritual, 
a  theatrical  be-in,  a  demonstration, 
a  riot,  a  happening,  a  scandal,”  as 
well  as  a  “calculated  sacrilege.”  In 
fact,  such  total  sacrilege  (shared  by 


much  of  the  Youth  Culture)  is  what 
makes  Hair’s  vision  even  less  attractive 
than  the  bourgeois  values  it  rejects. 
Rather  than  focusing  its  attack  on  the 
worst  aspects  of  “straight”  society, 
Hair  rejects  the  good  along  with  the 
bad.  Rather  than  supporting  the  pro¬ 
gressive  aspects  of  Youth  Culture, 
Hair  promotes  the  bad  and  the  good 
alike  (mostly  the  bad). 

Is  exploitative  sexuality  better  than 
repressed  sexuality?  Is  indiscriminate 
use  of  drugs  better  than  not  using 
them  at  all?  '  Is  begging  for  working 
people’s  hard-earned  spare  change  any 
more  fulfilling  or  less  alienating  than 
doing  productive  work  yourself,  even 
under  exploitative  and  alienating  con¬ 
ditions?  It  should  be  clear  by  this 
late  date  that  the  vision  of  Hair,  based 
on  individualism  and  self-indulgence, 
is  not  a  vision  of  -liberation,  but  just 
another  manifestation  of  bourgeois 
decadence. 

JT  smugly  brands  the  performance 
as  “no-charm  hard  sell,”  disregarding 
completely  the  content  of  the  show. 
Unfortunately,  neither  Hair  nor  Space 
City!  reviews  like  this  one  are  very 
helpful  to  people  struggling  to  build  a 
new  society  free  of  exploitation,  op¬ 
pression  and  alienation. 

How  about  a  response,  Space  City? 

Red  Rider 


(First  off,  if  you  think  Space  City! 
considers  itself  to  be  a  “propaganda 
organ”  of  the  “Youth  Culture,”  you 
probably  haven’t  been  reading  the 
paper  very  closely.  As  far  as  the  review 
you  mention,  many  on  the  staff  would 
probably  agree  with  your  criticisms, 
and  we  consider  your  letter  to  be  an 
adequate  supplementary  opinion. 

But  one  thing  should  be  made  clear: 
the  Space  City!  staff  does  not  stand 
behind  every  word  of  every  article 
that  appears  in  these  pages.  We  do 
not  believe  that  it  is  possible  for 
every  sentence  in  Space  City!  to  be 
ideologically  “correct”  —  and  further¬ 
more,  it  would  make  for  an  extremely 
dull  and  unreadable  paper  -  if  it  were 
possible. 

Incidentally,  Joel  Tammariello  was 
willing  to  back  up  his  views  with  his 
name.  We  wish“Red  Rider”  had 
done  likewise;  it  wotild  have  lent  more 
credibility  to  his/her  response.  In 
fact,  we  ask  all  those  who  writ  • 
to  Space  City!  tc  sign  them  unless  the 
content  of  the  letter  makes  anonymi¬ 
ty  advisible.  —  The  Space  City!  Collec¬ 
tive.] 


DEALERS  LEASING 


‘64  Honda  “300”  Electric  start. 

Perfect.  $325.00 

‘68  Opel  with  air.  $575.00 

‘58  Ford  pickup  V-8.  Clean  $375.00 

‘66  Coronet.  Air  &  power.  S675.0U 

‘66  VW.  Air.  $675.00 

‘64  lmpala  4  door.  Auto  V-8,  air. 

‘63  Belair  4  door.  V-8,  air.  $375.00 
‘66  Pontiac  Ventura.  Auto,  air, 
power.  $425.00 


— ^=7/  H.  Dory 
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Astro  -  sex 

(UPS)  —  About  200  astrology  freeks  met  recently  in  Irevose,  Pa.,  tor  the  Mid- 
Atlantic  States  Astrological  Convention.  The  convention  lasted  an  entire  day 
and  had  seven  keynote  speakers. 

The  highlight  of  the  convention  was  a  talk  on  “Sex  in  Astrology”  by  Sylvia 
Sherman.  She  gave  hints  on  how  to  relate  to,  handle  and  please  members  of 
each  Zodiacal  sign.  A  few  of  her  comments  were:  Leos  need  love  like  other 
people  need  water;  Virgos  are  highly  skilled  sexually;  Geminis  like  to  manipulate 
thru  words;  Taureans  love  to  touch  and  are  late  developers  .  .  .  they  are 
dynamite  after  the  age  of  35. 

Aries  can  be  impotent  if  the  ego  is  abused;  Cancers  tend  to  cling,  nag,  and 
pester;  Libras  are  into  physical  beauty;  Scorpio  is  the  most  controlled  sign, 
Capricorns  are  selfish  and  lustful;  Aquarians  have  a  cold  sexual  nature  with 
erratic  performances;  Sagitarians  are  willing  to  exchange  sex  for  companion¬ 
ship;  Pisces  like  to  make  it  in  the  dark. 

Charles  Emerson,  a  research  coordinator  at  the  National  Center  for 
Geocosmic  Research,  gave  a  fascinating  lecture  on  studies  made  of  the  charts  of 
Schizophrenic  patients.  His  organization  is  also  doing  work  with  cancer  and 
heart  patients’  charts.  His  staff  includes  astrologers,  scientists,  physicians  and 
shrinks. 

Terry  Rompa  of  the  American  School  of  Astrology  spoke  on  “Karma  and 
Reincarnation,”  explaining  that  all  of  us  have  a  karma  to  work  out  in  this  life 
based  on  past  actions  in  a  former  lifetime.  This  can  be  determined  by  the  place¬ 
ment  of  Saturn  and  Capricorn  in  the  natal  chart. 


It  was  a  very  exciting  and  stimulating  conference.  But  then,  how  can  you 
miss  when  the  moon  is  in  Aries? 


Chamber 

Music 

The  University  of  St,  Thomiis  music 
department  will  present  the  second 
concert  in  the  current  chamber  music 
series  on  Wednesday,  Jan.  19  at.8  p.m.. 


at  Jones  Hall  on  the  St.  Thomas  cam¬ 
pus.  The  concert  will  consist  entirely 
of  the  music  of  Johannes  Brahms:  the 
Clarinet  Trio,  the  Horn  Trio,  piano 
music,  and  songs. 

The  performers  will  be  Isabelle  Lip- 
schutz  and  Kathleen  Scott  -  sopranos, 
Mary  Jungerman  -  clarinet,  Rosemary 
Silversteen  —  violin,  Suzanne  Wall  — 
’cello,  Wayne  Crouse  —  viola,  and  Sam¬ 
uel  Thiel  -  horn,  with  pianists  Linda 
Watson,  Christine  Schaeffer,  and  Yvar 
Mikhashoff.  This  concert  is  open  to 
the  public  free  of  charge. 


•HEAP  5HCPOML. 


f&K  ftyVRS-  PfPf?7 
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GENERAL  PANTS  CO. 


FEATURING  The  Latest  Styles  from  California! 


THIS  WEEK'S  SPECIAL!! 


DOUBLE  KNIT 

PANTS 


REG.  $22.00 
NOW  ONLY 


$8 


77 


From  Americas  largest 
manufacturer  of  fine 
quality  Knit  Pants 
In  all  sizes.  100’s  of 
tough  styles  to  choose 
from  in  four  out  of 
sight  colors! 


FANNIN  AT  CLEBURNE 

BLOCK  FROM  SEARS 

521-0017 

OPEN  TILL  MIDNIGHT 
FRIDAY  AND  SATURDAY 


—I m 


^poceejtv 


ART 


MUSEUM  OF  FINE  ARTS 

1001  Bissonnet 

CERAMICS  —  work  by  Richard  Lincoln 
&  Richard  Hyslin,  School  Studios. 

RICE  INSTITUTE  FOR  THE  ARTS 

DE  MENIL  COLLECTION  —  works  from 
the  collection  of  the  John  de  Menils 
at  the  Art  Gallery,  Univ  &  Stockton. 

RICE  UNIVERSITY 

FACULTY  EXHIBITION  —  Mon-Fri, 

9  am  to  5  pm.  Sewall  Hall  Art  Gallery,, 

ST  THOMAS  UNIVERSITY 

STUDENT  SHOW  —  Welder  Hall  3812 
Yoakum 

DAVID  GALLERY  —  Bob  Fowler's  archi¬ 
tectural  sculptures  make  strong  social 
comments.  2243  San  Felipe. 


THE  BLACK  GALLERY  —  paintings, 
sculpture  &  crafts  by  black  artists. 
Operation  Breadbasket,  2413  Dowling. 

LATENT  IMAGE  —  Group  show  of  Hous¬ 
ton  photographers.  1122  Bissonnet. 

TEXAS  INSTITUTE  OF  REHABILITATION 
paintings  by  patients.  1333  Moursund, 
Texas  Medical  Center. 


THEATRE 

ALLEY  THEATRE 

A  FLEA  IN  HER  EAR  —  French  farce  by 
Georges  Feydeau  about  marital  infidelity. 
Features  wild  'n  wooly  Mack  Sennett- 
style  situations  &  chases.  Directed  by 
Jerry  Williams.  Thru  Sun,  Jan  9.  Tues- 
Fri,  8:30  pm;  Sat,  5  &  9  pm;  Sun,  2:30 
&  7:30  pm.  228-8421. 

WHAT  THE  BUTLER  SAW  —Saucy  farce 
by  Joe  Orton.  Reputed  to  contain 
“immodest  language  and  suggestive 
situations."  Directed  by  Beth  Sanford 
on  the  arena  stage.  Runs  nitely,  except 
Mon  thru  Jan  30.  Tues-Fri,  8:30  pm; 

Sat,  5  &  9  pm;  Sun,  2:30  &  7:30  pm. 
228-8421 


MY  SWEET  CHARLIE  —  play  by  Houston 
novelist  David  Westheimer  does  a  one- 
nite-stand  on  the  arena  stage.  Mon,  Jan 
10,  8  pm.  228-8421. 

PLAYWRIGHTS  SHOWCASE 

THE  HOLE  &  A  RESOUNDING  TINKLE— 
one  act  plays  by  British  absurdist  play¬ 
wright  N0F.  Simpson  Fri  &  Sat  nites 
thru  Jan  8.  8  pm,  Autry  House,  6265 
S.  Main,  524-3168. 

FONDREN  STREET  THEATRE 

THE  SOUND  OF  MUSIC  —  Directed  by 
Phil  Oesterman.  Sets  are  by  Jim  Sink. 
Marijane  Vandiver  &  Leonard  Dean  star. 
Tues-Thurs.  7:30  pm;  Fri-Sat,  8  pm; 
Sun,  7  pm.  Dark  Mon.  Fondren  at 
Daffodil.  783-9930. 

COUNTRY  PLAYHOUSE 

THE  POTTING  SHED  —  suspense  drama 
by  Graham  Greene.  Opens  Fri,  Jan  7. 
Shows  Jan  7-8,  14-15  &  20-22,  8:30  pm, 
Jan  16  &  23  —  7:30  pm.  467-4497. 

STUDIO  7 

THE  WIZARD  OF  OZ  —  Prince  St.  Players 
musical  adaptation.  This  one  changed 
directors,  and  some  of  the  cast,  mid¬ 
stream;  Chris  Wilson  directed  it  herself, 
in  the  end.  For  info  about  times,  cost 
&  internal  dynamics,  call  PR  1-3851. 

Or  just  check  your  I  Ching.  Houston 
Music  Theatre,  SW  Fwy  at  Fondren. 


Fri,  Jan  7— 

7:00  pm-  FASCIST  FORUM,  Conser¬ 
vative  leaders  interpret  *72  (Wm. 
Buckley,  Clare  Booth  Luce,  Sen. 

James  Buckley,  Ronnie  Reagan, 
economist  Milton  Friedman).  Ch  8 

8:00  pm  —  SITTING  BULL,  cultural  rip-off, 
vintage  1954.  Ch  39 

9:30  pm  —  SEVEN  SUMMITS,  Our  Prez  & 
Sato  of  Japan  in  meeting  of  Bigwigs.  Ch  2 

11:00  pm  —  ALFRED  HITCHCOCK,  Amer¬ 
ican  in  Italy  falls  in  Etruscan  bottomless 
pit!  Ch  39 

Sat,  Jan  8  — 

1:00  pm  —  SENIOR  BOWL,  ch  2 

3:00  pm  -  HULA  BOWL,  Ch  13 

6:00-8:30  pm  —  COUNTRY  &  WESTERN 
MUSIC,  in  color.  Ch  39 

12:20  pm  —  COLLEGE  BASKETBALL, 
UCLA  vs  Oregon.  Ch  11 

Sun,  Jan  9 — 

10:30  pm— TAMMY  AND  THE  DOCTOR, 
Peter  Fonda  stars  opposite  Sandaa  Dee. 

Ch  13 

4:00  pm — PROGECTION  ’72,  John  Chan¬ 
cellor  et.  al.  Remembrance  of  things 
past  and  assorted  prognostications.  Ch 
Ch  2 

7:00  pm— FIRING  LINE,  Bill  Buckley  & 
Arthur  R.  Miller  discuss  “The  Assault 
on  Privacy".  Ch  8 

10:30  pm— SUSAN  AND  GOD,  Joan  Craw¬ 
ford  as  a  religious  fanatic.  Sounds  pret¬ 
ty  heavy!  Ch  2 

10:30  pm— A  SUMMER  PLACE,  famous 
pseudo-sordid  sickie  starring  Sandra 
Dee  and  Troy  Donahue.  Ch  13 


TV 


Cont.  from  13 


WAR  AND  PEACE  —  Part  I  of  the  long,  long 
Russion  version.  Al  the  Park  H 


Tue,  Jan  11— 

7:30  pm— NORTHERN  IRELAND/SUFFER 
THE  LITTLE  CHILDREN.  Documen¬ 
tary  shows  the  effect  of  the  religious/ 
class  war  in  Ireland  on  the  children  there. 
Ch  2 

8:30  pm-eLACK  JOURNAL,  the  speeches 
of  Frederick  Douglass  (escaped  slave 
turned  abolitionist)  are  re-enacted  by 
Arthur  Burghardt.  Ch  8 

10:30  pm— MILDRED  PIERCE,  Joan 
Crawford.  Ch  1 1 

Wed  ,  Jan  12— 

7:00  pm— THE  LAST  TRIBES  OF  MINDA¬ 
NAO,  National  Geographic  visits  the 
Phlllipines.  Ch  11 

7:00  pm— QUO  VADIS,  which  is  Latin  for 
“dry  heave”.  Ch  13 

8:00  pm— GREAT  AMERICAN  DREAM 
MACHINE,  which  is  English  for  "Wow” 
Ch  8 

8:00  pm— THE  BIG  RISK,  Jean  Paul  Bel¬ 
mondo.  Ch  39 


2001 :  A  SPACE  ODYSSEY  -  Still  :lic 
best  trip  around.  Town  &  Country  SIX, 
Northwest  FOUR,  South  Main  (drive-in)  - 

THE  GO-BETWEEN  —  Julie  Christie  &  Alan 
Bates  together  again.  Screenplay  by  Harold 
Pinter.  At  the  plush  (and  expensive)  Windsor 


SUPF.R  DOUBLE  FEATURE!!!! 

McCABE  &  MRS.  MILLER,  a  really  fine 
movie  by  Robert  Altman;  stars  Warren 
Beatty  and  Julie  Christie.  Plus  THE  WILD 
BUNCH,  another  fine  film  by  Sam  Peckin¬ 
pah  (the  director  of  STRAW  DOGS).  BOTH 
at  the  Leow’s  Sharpstown  Drive-In.  Dress 
warm  and/or  bring  lots  of  booze. 


Thu, Jan  13 — 

12:10  am— TORCH  SONG,  Joan  Crawford. 
Ch  11 


Fri,  Jan  14— 

7:30  pm— JULES  ET  JIM,  Francois  Truf¬ 
faut’s  early  classic  stars  Jeanne  Moreau, 
Oskar  Werner.  Ch  8 


Sat,  Jan  15— 

1:00  pm — GO  WEST,  The  Marx  Bros.  Ch  2 
4:00  pm— THE  MOLE  PEOPLE,  story  of 
the  Real  Underground.  Ch  1 1 

9:00  pm— HEAVYWEIGHT  CHAMPION¬ 
SHIP.  Frazier  vs.  Daniels.  Ch  11 
10:30  pm— THE  WAR  LORD,  Charlton 
Heston,  Richard  Boone.  Ch  13 


MOVIES 

SOMETIMES  A  GREAT  NOTION  —  stars 
Paul  Newman  and  Henry  Fonda.  Based  on 
the  novel  by  Ken  Kesey.  Cinema  I 

STRAW  DOGS  —  Famous  critic  John  Good- 
says  its  the  most.  Dustin  Hoffman.  Check 
it  out.  Village,  Gaylynn  Terrace. 


NAME  THAT  QUOTE 

“The  most  political  thing  I  ever 
did  was  to  throw  Abbie  Hoffman 
off  the  stage  at  Woodstock.” 

(See  answer  below) 


ANSWER  TO  NAME  THAT 
QUOTE: 


GRAND  HOTEL  —  Vintage  Garbo  . ,i  c'.iu 
Park  I 


3 MX,,  }o  ‘puasuMOX 


600DKAQ 

.  GARAOE 

’FRGAkY  PGDPLE 
D0NT  HAVE 
TO  HAVE* 

FREAKY 

CARft" 


Offering  lo  Varieties  Charcoal  Borger* 

1901  Km  109  idCHttOND 

528-92JO  526-88G5 

foiC’To Go'  Order*  C*U>t>UR  NEAREST  fACTORY 


Children  of  God  cont.  from  5 

tin  and  living  alone,  getting  headaches  and  double-vision  so  bad  he  couldn’t  think 
straight,  seeing  doctors  and  psychiatrists  who  told  him  the  headaches  resulted 
only  from  guilt  feelings  over  his  drug  experiences,  visiting  a  State  psychiatrist, 
following  his  prognosis  for  the  next  two  years,  encouraged  by  his  psychiatrist  to 
leave  home,  returning  to  Austin,  staying  independent  and  self-sufficient,  getting 
over  his  headaches,  smoking  a  little  dope,  turning  to  religion  instead,  joining  the 
Children  of  God.  Lee’s  long  hair  and  beard  were  missing  in  court.  He  explained 
that  hair  length  no  longer  matters  to  him  one  way  or  the  other,  so  he  cut  his  hair 
to  avoid  prejudicing  others. 

Lee’s  fate  then  rested  in  the  hands  of  the  jury.  The  jury  agreed  that  his  men¬ 
tal  health  is  substantially  impaired.  But  they  also  agreed  .that  he  should  not  be 
sent  to  a  mental  hospital  as  a  cure.  Lee  is  free.  Afterwards  he  stated  that  he 
will  “follow  the  Children  of  God  and  do  whatever  God  is  willing.” 


•  - $25  supporter  sub 

- $7.50  one  year  sub 

- $4  six  month  sub 

Ma“ m°ney  °rder  ‘0:  - $5  one  year  GI  sub 

1217  Wichita 

Houston,  Tx.  77004  - free  prisoner  sub 


NAME — — - 

ADDRESS - — - - 

CITY - STATE - - - ZIP 


T.&L.  Trucking  Co. 


641-0137 


COMPLETE  MOBILE  HOME  WE  HAUL  MOBILE 

SERVICE  AND  REPAIR  HOMES  ANYWHERE 


General  Hauling  AnythingYKnywhere 


SANDEE'S 


HAPPY  NEW  YEAR! 


4822  South  Park  at  O.S.T.  748-9500 


COME  COMFORTABLE! 
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unclassifieds 


BIKES,  tools,  and  bike  parts  needed  for 
free  bike  clinic.  Help  a  kid  get  on  wheels. 
521-9456.  108  Oak  Place. 

JOBS - I  have  between  20-30  jobs  avail¬ 

able.  Call  me  at  529-4618  (ask  for  Joe  or 
Jeff)  after  2  pm  or  529-7453  (Joe)  any¬ 
time.  Complete  details  when  you  call. 

ROOMMATE  WANTED  —  Guy  wants  guy 
or  girl  as  roommate  to  help  share  expenses 
in  the  Shepherd  -  W.  Alabama  area.  Rent 
will  be  in  the  $45-50  range  (per  month). 

Your  own  room.  Call  529-7453.  Ask  for 
Joe. 

LINDY  —  The  rent’s  cheap.  Everyone 
here  misses  you.  I  love  you.  Come  home 
soon.  Hutch. 

LEAVING  COUNTRY.  Need  cash.  Sale 
of  odds  &  ends,  including  clothes.  Come 
by  1500  Castle  Court  No  11-C  or  call  528- 
1875. 

CANT  AFFORD  to  get  my  car’s  radio 
fixed  at  dealer  rip-off  prices.  If  you  can 
fix  ’em,  I’ll  gladly  pay.  Minor  repairs. 

Lyn,  664-4446.  If  no  answer,  please  try 
again. 

DEAR  SADIST:  When  you  stabbed  my 
Weimeraner  dog  Sunday  you  severed  3  major 
veins,  an  artery,  and  a  major  muscle  and 
nerve  in  his  leg.  He’s  crippled  for  life. 

Thanx,  shithead. 

MAKE  MONEY:  Sell  Space  City!  for  fun 
&  profit.  Buy  ’em  for  a  dime  and.  sell  ’em 
for  a  quarter.  Make  money,  friends,  spread 
the  word.  Find  details  elsewhere  in  this 
issue. 

17  YR  OLD  CHICK  needs  ride  to  San  Fran¬ 
cisco  around  June  1.  Will  share  driving  and 
expenses.  Call  467-3335  after  9:30  pm. 

Ask  for  Barbara. 

WELCOME  to  town  Paul  Diesel  Truck. 

Bon  Voyage  Companera  K. 


FENDER  BASSMAN  with  four  12’’  spea¬ 
kers.  Also  Claricon  ^5-watt  P.A.  amp, 
speaker  box  for  two  12”  speakers,  $5.00 
-Call  Hugh  at  644-2965. 

TRADE:  Racing  250  cc  single  engine  with 
4-speed  or  will  work  on  car  or  cycle  for  ele¬ 
ctric  guitar  in  good  condition.  Warren  Mil¬ 
ler,  10443  Alcott,  464-2066. 

I  NEED  A  JOB  —  No  hair  hassles,  please. 

I  wold  like  it  to  be  in  a  head  shop  or  really 
anything  in  it.  Hours  —  2  pm-(6-8)pm.  I 
have  hot  a  morning  job  already  —  need  some 
thing  in  the  afternoon.  Doesn’t  have  to  pay 
much,  just  as  much  as  is  possible  —  I  got  to 
live  on  it.  Please  contact  Ralph  Hayden  at 
621-4293  —  if  not  there  leave  message  and 
phone  number  please. 


NEED.  Brother  &  sister  to  join  nation-wide 
group  called  RAILWAYS,  a  non-profit 
group  for  the  people.  If  interested,  please 
send  name,  address,  telephone  number,  & 
your  photograph.  RAILWAY;  812  W.  Ber¬ 
ry;  Hobbs,  N.M.  88240 


FREAKS:  We  need  to  know  the  names  & 
addresses  of  our  people  that  are  in  prisons. 
Also  need  information  about  the  best  high¬ 
ways  to  hitch  on. Race  where  runaways 
are  welcome.  Also  any  communes  that  you 
know  of.  We  are  NON-PROFIT  and  are 
the  people  for  the  people.  We  also  need 
texts  books,  stamps,  money  or  whatever 
will  help.  RAILWAY,  812  W.  Berry;  Hobbs, 
N.M.  88240. 


HOUSE  PAINTING  and  ODD  JOBS  done 
cheap  as  fund  raising  project.  524-9682 
any  time. 

FOR  RENT  (available  now)  —  Large  2-story 
wood  frame  house  in  Montrose  area.  Large 
secluded  lot  with  greenhouse.  $265/mo. 

To  see,  call  524-2626. 


unclassifieds 


Space  City!  Unclassifieds  are  free.  Fill  out  this  form  and  mail  to  Space  City!,  1217 
Wichita,  Houston  77004.  Preference  given  to  service  and  non-profit  ads.  We  don’t 
accept  ”sex  ads.”  We  believe  that  far  from  characterizing  a  position  of  sexual  lib¬ 
eration,  they  are  frequently  exploitative  of  sexuality,  especially  that  of  women.  (Not 
all  of  them  are  exploitative  of  course,  but  we  don’t  know  any  simple  guideline  for 
determining  which  are  and  which  aren’t;  we  don’t  have  the  time  or  energy  to  debate 
every  ad.) 


BENEFIT 

for 

Viet  Nam  Vets 
Against  the  War 

and 

Venceremos 

Brigade 

¥ 

Sound  on  Sound  Don  Sanders 

La  Branch  @  Palm  Reb  Smith 
Jan.  15  8:00  p.m.  Bands 

Rppr 

tickets  $2.00 

Food 

at  Turtle  News  Films 


UNCLE  SAM'S  FTXIT 


IRIEALIB1R1EAID 


for 

Real  People 

Green  Acres  Organic  Foods 
1338  Westheimer  2512  Rice  Blvd 


donT 


Buy  Your  Clothes  and  Benefit 

INLET 


Special  Sale  Sunday: 

All  profits  will  go  to  Inlet 


Sale  Sunday  starts  10  am 


506  Westheimer 
Between  Montrose  and  Taft 

522-4811 


or 


GET 

EATEN 


701  East  8th  Street 


861-5448 


\o 


$2795 


TSMtlM 


9I6CM0LCH  520-3Q2O 
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We  were  all  very  quiet  for  a  long 
time.  The  gulls  stood  motionless  on 
the  surf  and  huge  pieces  of  driftwood 
lay  about  like  the  broken  match  sticks 
of  forgotten  .empires.  It  was  because 
of  the  thing  about  the  cliff  and  life. 

Then  Bullmoose  came  across  the 
sand  toward  us. 

"Howdy,  Bullmoose,"  we  all  said. 

"Howdy,  fellows,"  said  Bullmoose. 
"These  sure  are  big  pieces  of  driftwood 
you  got  down  here.  They  looked 
really  small  from  up  there." 

"Have  you  looked  at  the  sand?" 
asked  Cotty,  and  a  grey  handful  of 
time  slipped  like  forever  through  his 
fingers. 

"It's  full  of  tiny  colors.  Millions  of 
them.  This  is  paradise." 

"Or  it's  a  fallen  staircase,"  I  said. 

And  down  the  sand  a  driftwood 
beast  with  two  huge  spikes  in  its 
haunches  faced  the  sea,  a  monument 
to  one  man  feeling  picked  apart. 


Adventures  in  Light 


A  Fallen  Staircase 


xl  NOlSnoH  f 
A333 >J3  SOW  I 
SS3WH3M  y3i3d  f 
------ 


by  Harry  Hurt 

They  had  hot  showers  at  Samuel  P. 
Taylor  State  Park  and  we  took  them. 

We  also  changed  into  clean  shirts 
and  talked  to  the  neighbors  from 
across  the  way.  The  neighbors  had  a 
dog,  a  cat,  a  little  girl,  a  clothesline, 
a  fold-out  Coleman  trailer,  and  a  son 
named  Ronnie  who  was  travelling 
around  the  l-think-it's-great,  country. 
The  neighbors  were;  from  L  A; 

But  the  sun  was  rising  fast  and  we 
were  washed,  so  we  got  in  our  truck 
and  left.  I  tooted  our  horn  at  the 
neighbors  as  we  drove  past.  They 
waved,  and  their  little  girl  waved,  too. 
The  dog,  the  cat,  the  clothesline,  and 
the  fold-out  Coleman  trailer  kept  their 
places. 

We  stopped  at  the  entrance  station. 
Fat  little  girls  with  bangs  and  nylon 
parkas,  and  skinny  little  boys  with 
sneakers  and  white  socks.  The  ranger 
was  talking  to  someone  on  the  way  in, 
and  the  children  pulled  on  his  belt  as  if 
it  were  the  chord  of  a  great  bell. 

"Someone's  leaving,  someone’s  leav¬ 
ing,"  they  sang.  The  ranger  turned 
around  like  a  slow  gong  rising  up  from 
the  valley. 

"What  do  we  owe  you?"  I  said. 
He  was  still  turning. 

"Oh,  you're  the  fellows  who  slept 
in  between  sites  6  and  8,"  he  said. 
"Just  go  ahead.  There's  no  charge." 

"Thanks  a  lot,"  I  said.  The  ranger 
smiled.  I  waved  to  him  and  rolled 
away.  Once  again  the  entrance  sta¬ 
tion  began  to  chime. 

We  drove  for  about  an  hour  along  a 
windy  road.  There  was  a  girl  on  the 
road  wearing  a  long  dress  and  holding 
a  bag  of  groceries.  She  had  her  thumb 
out,  but  we  did  not  stop  to  pick  her  up. 
I  always  feel  like  an  empty  ocean 
when  that  happens. 

We  also  passed  a  place  on  the  road 
that  said  it  was  a  boatel.  It  was  right 
on  the  water  and  there  were  boats 
parked  all  around.  Out  on  the  river 
a  man  from  St.  Louis  was  having  an 
affair  with  a  cabin  cruiser.  He  fished 
and  worried  about  what  his  wife 
would  do  if  she  caught  him. 

Finally  we  came  to  Point  Reyes. 

It  had  been  clear  all  day,  but  now 
there  was  a  fog  coming  in  at  the  point. 
The  last  part  of  the  road  to  the  light¬ 
house  was  closed.  So  we  parked  the 
truck  near  some  cows  and  began  to 
walk.  There  wasn't  much  else  we 
could  do. 


We  walked  up  the  part  of  the  road 
that  was  closed  for  a  long  way.  There 
did  not  seem  to  be  anything  wrong 
with  it  at  all.  Then  a  Volkswagen  with 
four  people  in  it  pulled  up  behind  us. 

"You  think  we'll  get  in  trouble  for 
driving  up  this  road?"  the  driver  asked 
out  the  window. 

"No,  I  don't  think  so,"  said  Mud¬ 
slide. 

"Good,"  said  the  driver,  and  some¬ 
one  from  the  back  seat  handed  us  a 
joint. 

"Thank  you,"  we  said. 

"Sure,"  said  the  four  people  in  the 
Volkswagen,  and  they  drove  off.  We 
all  sat  down  on  a  split  rail  fence  to 
smoke  the  joint.  Mudslide  sat  next 
to  me. 

He  was  wearing  a  green  turtleneck 
the  color  of.  his  eyes,  a  blue  denim 
jacket,  and  jeans  that  were  faded 
like  the  years.  He  also  had  a  beard 
and  blond  hair  that  hung  down  to  the 
top  of  his  shoulders.  On  his  face  there 
was  a  smile. 

I  believe  that  is  the  way  he  looked 
to  himself,  too. 

"Let's  go  across  this  field  and  see  if 
we  car  find  the  ocean,"  he  said  when 
we  had  finished  the  joint.  A  lot  of 
times  he  kept  us  rolling. 

We  left  the  fence  and  trampled 
through  a  meadow  of  ice  plant  and  ant 
beds  up  to  our  knees,  then  down  a  hill 
just  like  it  that  ended  at  a  cliff.  A 
seagull  sailed  by  in  front  of  us. 

It  meant  sit  down  and  dangle  your 
legs  off  the  edge. 

So  we  did. 

The  seagull  came  by  again  and  turn¬ 
ed  in  a  wide  bank  a  few  yards  away 
from  us.  Then  flapping  its  wings 
twice,  it  barrelled  straight  for  one  of 
the  cliffs  down  the  coast,  only  to  pull 
out  with  soaring  grace  a  few  feet  from 
the  rock  wall. 

The  gull  did  this  over  and  over  as 
the  sun  cut  a  clearing  in  the  fog.  We 
sat  and  watched  it  for  light  years. 

Then  Cotty  and  Mudslide  decided 
to  go  down  to  the  beach  that  lay  like 
a  fallen  staircase  to  the  right  of.  us. 
I  started  after  them  but  Bullmoose 
stayed  behind. 
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He  walked  out  to  the  edge  of  the 
cliff  with  the  wind  blowing  his  hair 
and  stared  down  at  the  rocks.  It  was 
all  there  below  him.  Consider  the 
distance,  the  answers. 

But  I  think  he  knew  then  that  he 
did  not  have  to  jump  to  find  them. 
He  just  stood  looking  at  the  rocks  for 
a  long  time 

Meanwhile,  I  had  5  cliff  to  go  down 
to  get  to  the  beach  where  Mudslide  and 
Cotty  were.  It  was  the  kind  of  cliff 
that  people  describe  when  they  talk 
about  their  lives,  * 

There  were  treacherous  drops  and 
paths  that  led  nowhere  into  the  under¬ 
brush.  There  were  hidden  rocks  and 
holes.  Even  the  ant  beds  were  there. 

My  friends  had  found  a  way  down 
but  I  could  not  see  it,  and  they  were 
unable  to  help  me.  Many  times  I  did 
not  know  which  direction  to  take. 

But  at  last  I  found  a  path  to  the 
bottom,  and  I  stopped  to  look  at  the 
green  mire  that  had  collected  around 
the  rocks.  There  were  flies  all  over 
but  I  liked  it  anyway:  the  cliff,  the 
ocean,  the  beach,  the  flies,  the  way  it 
all  hung  together  in  my  mind. 

And  that  was  just  walking  down  the 
side  of  a  cliff. 

But  I  was  at  the  bottom  now.  So 
I  walked  through  the  seaweed  king¬ 
doms  of  the  flies  and  down  the  beach 
to  where  Mudslide  and  Cotty  were  sit¬ 
ting. 

"Howdy,"  they  said  as  I  came  up 
to  them. 

"Howdy,"  I  said.  "That  cliff  back 
there  was  pretty  damn  hard  to  come 
down." 

"Yeah,  it  was,"  said  Mudslide. 
"But  a  dog  showed  us  the  way." 

"I  had  to  make  it  by  myself," 

I  said. 

"I  know,"  said  Mudslide. 


* 


* 


